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I^teface 

W E, the editors, here present you with our labor of derision, Oh 19H, dear, dear 
Seniors that you were. It was not our wish that there should be a class book, 
but — “it was our duty and we did.” 

Would you like to know who sent us the Brst contribution? It was Pritch. Would 
you like to know who sent us the second contribution? It was Lill. These are the only 
two contributions which arrived strictly on time. 

We, the three faithful — ^the fourth editor is somehow lost* — sit cooped up on a 
beautiful June day by a small smoky fire which will not burn properly. The miniature 
Cooleys — there are six of them, and all eager to see our editor-in-chief working — peer in 
at the window or timidly open the door and ask in voices expressive of awe and wonder 
for a missing coat, microscope, or anything else which will serve as an excuse for entering 
the sacred precincts of the editorial board. All requests for admittance being sternly denied 
by the editor-in-chief, we continue to “produce.” And what we produce Margaret Sears 
will be forced to sell, and you will be forced to buy, and we sincerely pity you. But, 
beloved classmates, you will not be forced to read what we write; you may turn to our 
latter pages and gaze at your favorite professor, or better still, you may turn still farther, 
to the clean white pages at the very end of our volume, and amuse yourselves by pasting 
on their smooth surfaces “counterfeit presentments” — if you bought any — of one another. 

* The trlcpbone jusl rung to ttnnuimc^ that sihe a arrivin^r* having been Gnt to Concord, New Hampshire. 
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Cgppt and plague 

N ow tn the reign of Pharaoh Thomasis, in the twenty-sixth year of her reign, did 
she call unto her her two councillors who stand by her throne, Isis and Mar- 
en-Ra, and opened her mouth and said: 

4. ‘‘Behold, I go into a far country, even unto the laud of Egypt, and while I am 
gone see ye to it that the children of Israel work as hard as before; and ye shall give 
them no straw, nevertheless, demand the same number of bricks. 

3. “And if they deliver not the bricks at the times which we have set, ye shall beat 
them with rods.” 

4. And w'hen she had made an end of speaking, she departed and went her way unto 
the land of Egypt, and took witli her no army, but only her faithful treasurer. 

115. Now after that she had departed there arose great groanings in the land, and 
the children of Israel began mightily to complain, so that they went both singly and 
together unto the councillors, and besought them, saying, 

t>. “() mighty councillors, let us depart we pray you, from the land of Kam-Fus that 
we may journey into the wilderness and celebrate a festival unto our gods with the dance. 
Six days will we journey and return unto you again.” 

7. But the councillors smiled and would not let the people go. 

8. Then arose in the land of Kam-Pus Moses Sheldonis, dear unto the heart of 
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Pharaoh, and stretched forth her rod in the sight of all the people, and spake with a loud 
voice: 

9. “Now verily must ye let my people go.” 

10. But the councillors would not. 

11. Then spake Moses again; “If ye do not let the people go, verily dire plagues 
shall come upon you.” And having spoken she departed from their midst. 

12. Then Moses stretched forth her rod and the plague of scarlet came upon the land. 

13. That night there arose a great wail in the province of Mer-i-On, and the children 
murmured against Moses, and said: 

14. “What is this that thou hast brought upon us.* For we would rather make 
bricks in the land of Kam-Pus than that redness should overcast our countenances.” 

15. On the morrow Mar-en-Ra rose up in the assembly of the people and .said: 

16. “Depart hence, ye children, out of the land, before noon this day get ye hence. 
Take with you your wives and your children, your oxen and your asses, your ornaments 
of gold and of brass, and all that is not your room-mate’s. Show not .vour faces again 
within the borders of the land; nevertheless, make ye bricks while ye are gone.” 

fl7. And after the children of Israel were gone out of the land, came Pharaoh 
again with her treasurer, bringing no trophies save only a mummy: which men claim to 
have seen, howbeit I have not. 



Jean Davis. 
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iFrt0l)man Supper 

A ll through Freshman year sophisticated upper classmen tell us, that not until 
after Freshman class supper would we feel ourselves truly a part of the college or even 
a real class. So when the night arrived we assembled in the lower hall of Pembroke 
West, each in her best evening dress and her hair fixed as if for the outside world. It was 
the first time we had seen ourselves in real party clothes, and as we looked around at our 
friends and neighbors, and remembered the reflection in our own mirrors, we proudly con- 
gratulated ourselves upon being “by far the best looking class in college.” When we were 
all in our places, Nancy Van Dyke started — “Rush on O Freshmen,” and we marched into 
the dining-room shouting this our first song. 

Pembroke dining-room looked as it has looked for many a Freshman supper — only a 
little better. 

The rest of the college lined the walls of the room where for a time they made comments 
upon our appearance, laughed at our stunts, and cheered Ethel’s first speech. Then, delighted 
at our daring, we “sang them out” class by class, and the fun really began. We sang 
every song known to College, with extra vim those that did not belong to us — especially 
the odd class sanctum sanctorum “Side-by-side.” And its parody “Side by side as we 
always wa.sh our heads,” etc., suggestive of early Sunday mornings. 

Between courses various members of the cla.ss distinguished themselves in orating. 
Betty made the tears run down our cheeks — but “ more merry tears the passion of loud 
laughter never shed.” Beaney talked athletics as she plays a game — lots of pep and no frills. 

Mary Shipley did not tell us what would happen “Suppo.sing Lill should not be in bed 
by nine” — but how could she, for such a thing had never happened. 

The Dwarfs from Freshman show' did “Eggs.” We had “Julia’s walk.” “I am sick, 
I must die. Lord have mercy on us,” by Miss Donelly. A lecture from Dr. De Laguna, 
alias Betty Lord; and the “giants,” w'ith “Toit” bringing up the rear. 

.After all the stunts and speeches we sang until an hour unheard of in College except at 
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Freshman suppers. Then Lill rose to say farewell in the name of the class to our first year 
of college. As she spoke to us as a class a new loyalty and love for college seemed to fill 
our hearts. We had indeed, as the upper classmen said, become a part of Bryn Mawr, 
and as we stood on our chairs, with one foot upon the table and sang our class and college 
songs, we knew that Freshman supper had made us truly a class, and that we were not only 
the best looking class but the best class that would ever be at Bryn Mawr. 

JosKPHi.NE Niles. 
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C|)e Cliarm of Beotoulf 



^ The mc^\ excclIeDt paper in the rareer of the coHi^c! ft ia 
iiiriply sweJt! Bully for you, kid Csaj^dall. 

You get ytmr <|egree for Uua. no further work necessary, 

Mf>TNtE C. TkoKAS, per L. D* L 



Fine cbaraeterizalion 



Precisely 

L. 0, L, 



Your lofty ideal is well ex prc M e d 



Veiy forceful 



Splendid meUphor. 
H. C* 



I like Beowulf because it tells about 
Grendel’s momma in it. She was such a 
•sweet old lady. Of particular charm to my 
mind was where Grendel croaked. Such 
episodes always touch my heart and draw 
tears to my «h» eyes. Also I love the sweet 
modesty and retiringness of Beowulf and his 
gentleness of soul makes liim to me the ideal 
hero and soul mate for any college woman. 
The greatest charm in Beowulf for me was 
when he wopped the dragon in the stomach 
and the goo oozed out. Why you know I 
could fairly hear it gurgle. 

GoTii.^niMu C»mon » pow, 
Agnes Patten, 

Anne Lindsey W'hitb. 
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Ceatn0 anti l^lecortis— iFre«l)man gear 



% tani0 

Class championship won by 191 
Captain — K. Ateii 
Manager — E. Dunham 

E. Ayer E, Dunijam 

A. Miller 

On Tennh Varsiip 
E* Dunham E, Ayer 

1914 Class champion— E. Dun- 
ham 

Second Team 
Capiuin — I. Pritchett 

^cnni0 SDotibIe0 

Record incomplete. 



ijockrp 

Championship won by 1911, 
Captain— L. Car bury 
Manager — E. Baker 



L, Cadbury 
A. Miller 
H, Carey 
E. Baker 
A. Patton 
E. Colt 



L, Boltox-Bmiti! 
E. Balderston 
E, Ayer 
W, Boa ROM AN 
A, White 
L. Cox 



Second Team 
Captain — E, Jackbon 
Manager — M, Sears 

E. Jackson E, Bryant 
M* Sears N, Van Dyke 
M. Shipley E, Washburn 



E, Lee M. Coolidge 

IL Kirk H, Chapin 

X, Sergeant 

Third Team 
Cfip^am — M. Shipley 

On Varmiy Httckey, 

L. Cadbury 
Sub—l.. Cox 



Stoimmiug 



(Championship won by 1913* 
IBLi Captain— A. Miller 



L, Cox 
E. Colt 

K, Dodd 

L, Cadbury 
J* Benedict 

M, Eliot 

M, 



L, Bolton-Smith 
E, Ayer 
F* Cabot 
M* Coolidge 
A, Page 
C, Creighton 
Gardner 



Recordit Broken 

139 ft, swTm on front — C'ox, 
'14— 41V& 



Championship won by 1914. 
Captain — A. Miller 
Manager— K. Colt 

A, Miller L, Cox 

L, Cadbury 1* Benedict 

E, Colt M. Coolidge 

E. Ayer 



Jnboor Utacb 9$m 



Won by 191L 

Captain— E. Lee 
Manager — IL Carey 



E. Ayer 

F. Cabot 
E, Warren 
H, Carey 



S, Fine 
i\ Rockwell 
E. Lee 
W, Boardman 



E, BalderstonL, Cox 
A, Miller H, Kirk 



BaflktMBall 

Championship won by 1913, 

Captain — E. Baker 
Manager — H. Kirk 

E, Lee E, Balderston 

L, Cox H, Carey 

E, Baker E, Colt 

H, Kirk A* Miller 

E, Ayer 

Second Team 
Captain — C. Rockwell 
Manager ^ E . Jackson 

E, Washburn M, Arthurs 

L, Delano L Pritchett 

M. Caaip M, Coolidge 

L, Cadbury E. Warren 

C, Rockwell 

On Bajfket*Ball Vanrity 
Sub — H, Carey 
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CaD at tl)e |^an 

A MeJodrama in One Act 

Time: 1911, October. 

Scene I: Pembroke Arch. 

Actors: 1914. 

CAirtain rises. 

{Taylor Bell striking 7:00, No one in sight. 7:05- — a few stragglers, dressed chiefly in 
tarns, long coats, and goloshes.) 7:10 — N. V. D. — Please get in line, girls. We’ll have to begin. 
{A line is formed — with a big gap every third person.) Come on, girls. Don’t forget, we recite 

it until we get to the lib. Ready — PaUas A Wait a minute. We’ll have to begin all 

over. Everyone must start with the left foot. Like this — Pallas (left), Athene (right). See.’ 

Ready — Pallas — Only the leaders wave lanterns. I know they’re not here yet, but try 
to get the idea. Watch your spacing. How many people are you allowing for there? 
three? All right — keep in step — w’alk straight — don’t sway — keep your eye on the leaders. 

Scene 2: In the cloister. 

(Cod is planted on the edge of the fountain, beating a diskpan, .sublimely unconscious of 
tune or time. The wavering line appears through the doors at each end.) 

N. V. D. (running from one side to tlie other, yelling}.— Bmg, bing— that’s the time. Cad; 
can you get it? ( To the chorus:) Left, right, left, right. Pallas Athena— got the note— keep 
in the middle— don’t cut off the corners— go down the steps together, one at a time, beginning 

with your left foot— go all the way to the fountain before turning— make a good circle 

keep on waving your lanterns— can’t you all sing louder? 

Scene 3: Later. In the cloister. 

A Student.— I don’t like to say anything, but really is a mute, the dangerous 

kind, you know — the kind that doesn’t know it and sings loud and is always a shade off. Did 
you tr>- her out? I think .some one ought to tell her. Of course it’s a delicate matter but 
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Seconi> Student. — Don’t you think it would be better if we put more expression into 
our singing? For instance, swell on akoue — ^you know. 

Third Student. — I don’t know whether you’ve noticed it or not, but everyone says 
“my toes” instead of “wtrfos.” Of course you know what that means. 

Foitrth Student. — I’m sorry, but 1 simply can’t keep on the tune if you put me between 

two “thirds.” I’m all right with another first or alone, but 

Fifth Student. — I don’t like to say anything, but I don’t think Cad beats that pan in 

time. Couldn’t you speak to her about it? I know' you’re awfully busy now, but 

Sixth Student.^ — ^Don’t you think there should be a fine for non-attendance and also 

for lateness? Now at 7 o’clock this morning 

SE^'ENTII Student. — ^1 don’t think anyone should be allowed to eat apples or study while 
she’s practising. It’s 

Eighth Student. — ^We don’t have to stay here any more this morning, do we? You 
know there’s an English quiz and I don’t know a thing. 



Liluen Cox. 
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g)inile 

A Play in Five Adcidenls, Performed Before Her Majesty the Queen in that Year of Grace, 1U12 

Prologue 

T WO years ago we gave a pisiy 
In true Elizabethan way — 

“Petruchio and the Scolding Shrew” 

’Twas called. Meanwhile, known to the few. 

An humbler tragedy was played; 

’Tis this that I have here essayed 
In simple fashion to narrate. 

In hopes it cometh not too late 
To shame those critics w'ho. I’m told. 

Had tongues so sharp and hearts so cold. 

That while Petmck (arrayed perchance 
In charming orange sealskin pants) 

To his fair lady sweet love made 
They, whispering, to each other said, 

“His legs are really far too thin; 

His voice resembles crackling tin.” 

And so I beg your patience while 

My little piece is played — ^and please don’t smile ! 

Actcident I 

Stage Manager {nervously ). — ^Where is Fanio? It’s her cue in tw'enty lines. Any of 
you over there seen her? 

Grumio. — She’s down gettin’ her beard stuck on. 

Stage Manager. — ^Her beard! Heavens alive! fifteen lines. Get her up this identical 



THE BOOK OF THE CLASS OF NINETEEN-FOURTEEN 



5*7 



second or the whole show’ll go to pot. Get her I say! {Wild scramble. Enter Fanio 
trembling, a delicate reddish fringe on one cheek; the other clean shaven.) 

Stage Managek. — ^Ye Gods! 

Fanio. — C-c-couldn’t h-h-hell pit. You said 

Stage Manager (infuricded). — Never mind what I said. You get the other half of 

your beard on quicker than you ever- {Exit Fanio.) Ass, donkey — eight lines more! 

Merciful providence! jumping Jehosaphat! {Mopping her brow.) Go slow, go slow! 
Five lines! Slow down there! Hurry her up! Slow down! {J temping about in a frenzy.) 
One line! {Groans.) 

{Enter Fanio bearded.) 

Actcident II 

Stage IManager. — Hand over that chair there. Get a wiggle on! Here, you Petruck, 
heave it up on top of the table and hang on to it for all you’re good for. Now, Grumio 
and the rest of you, help the old man Smith up. One, two, three — sheave! Look out! 
clear from under. {Old man crashes through cane seat.) Great guns! No time to lose. 
Get another chair. Quick there, I say. Come on, boost her up again. {Old man puts his 
head through the curtain to give effect of looking from a second-story window. Giggles on part 
of audience.) The curtain! Horrors! We never pinned it together. {Tears his hair.) 

Actcident HI 

Stage Manager {peering through a hole in the back curtain). — My, she’s doing that 
grandly. We’re gettin’ away with this scene all right. Good ! Look at the spirit with which 
noble Petruck hurls those dishes about. Why, she’s a first-class pitcher! Look at the 
curve »)n that soup tureen. Mercy on us! {Faint, watery scream.) Right into the 
prompter's box. 

Actcident JV 

Stage Manageh. — ^Don’t be nervous, Twot. It’s simply ridiculous. 
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Twot, the Cook. — Dear me! is it time for my cue? I don’t know what it is. Do tell 
me when you hear it. 

Stage Manager. — A ll right! There it is now. Make a graceful entrance. 

Twot. — ^Dear me! dear me! {Trips, hesitates, falls keadhng on to the stage, skilfully 
overturning a sideboard, a table, a chair, etc.) 

Actc’IDENT V 

Stage Manager. — ^This is really too much! Do you mean to say not one of you has 
seen Petruck? And here it is the most important act. My “chef d ’oeuvre” and no hero! 
(Wrings her hands.) What on earth shall be done? (Sound of splintering glass from the 
dressing room.) Glory ! Now what’s that? This is the last straw' ! (Enter Grumio convulsed 
vnfh mirth.) 

Stage Manager. — Stop cackling! Haven’t you any feeling? What’s happened? 
I never saw' such unmanageable, ungrateful creatures! Stop giggling this instant! 

Grumio. — It’s only Petruck (he! he! he!). She was (ha! ha!) making love to herself 
(he! he!) in the mirror (he! ha!) and she embraced it too affectionately. Don’t be angry! 
She’s all cut up about it. 



Epilogue 

And this the moral to ray play: 

Just wink or turn your face away, 

At lapses from dramatic style. 

And please, whatever else you do — don’t smile! 

Eugenia Baker, 
Stage Manager. 
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S)cl)eiDen'"* 

W HEN Coolie asked me to write for the Class Book, like all the rest of you, I 
objected. To the ordinary excuse, “I have nothing to say on that subject,” 
I had an additional loop-hole that my career in English did not fulfil the expec- 
tations of my family, the English department or my own meagre hopes. I didn’t succeed 
in killing “Second year English Composition 1913-1914” until the 29th of May. My 
feelings would not have been hurt if I had never been invited to write in this “lit’ry” 
production. I manage to keep busy trying to get enough ads so we won’t have to charge 
an additional $.50 to make up for the increase in c. of p. (If you take economics, I’m sure 
you abbreviate that way too.) Finally, after all my objections had been listened to, Coolie 
said, “Oh, go ahead anyway. Write anything, — ^it doesn’t make any difference.” If I 
hadn’t been a perfectly good friend of hers, in the next class meeting, I should have moved 
that we consider whether or not she was a reliable editor. Having wrung my consent to 
say “something” she then proceeded to inform me that I was to write on “Parting from 
1912.” The humor of that must necessarily appeal to all of you who know me at all 
well. I never “knew” 1912 in a way which would make the task of writing on “Muss 
Scheiden ” either amusing or heart-rending. Now K. Dodd could have written a pathetic 
tale of having to say good-bye to her juniors— a tale full of tender reminiscences, or 
Ethel Dunham would have made a masterpiece, entitled The True Tragedy of Tears, on 
such a subject. Then there’s Lill or Libby. Either of them might have sailed into realms 
of fancy with a subject so full of possibilities and opportunity for personal touches. But 
to expect any of these results from me is merely a good way of strengthening one’s char- 
acter through Faith. Several times I have made the attempt to depict something of 
what I supposed those otliers felt when they carried Julia’s bag to the station or washed 
Fannie’s dishes for the last time. My tactics were all changed last week when Ship in 
her high-handed way told me that I was to write on “1912’s Commencement.” She may 



*Thin liUe doKen'l apply. Hut none wouJd. — A ctboh, 



30 



THE BOOK OF THE CLASS OF NINETEEX-FOURTEEN 



not be aware of the fact now, though she will soon, but slie’s going to get a far worse 
result from me on that .subject, for even my imagination fails to work there. She know's 
perfectly well, and I have told Coolie, I never stayed to a Commencement until 1914’s. 
I haven’t the vaguest idea what the stunts were at Bonfire, what were the romances and 
tragedies of Garden Party, or w’hat was the subject of the Coninienceinent addre.ss. Per- 
sonally I think it would be very stupid to have a list of t912’s festivitie.s, .so I am just a.s 
well pleased that I don’t know anything about them. It’s my private opinion that none 
of you know very much about 1912’s commencement as I have vainly tried to collect 
some information on the subject. The greatest impression seems to have been made by 
the thunder-storm during the Baccalaureate sermon. If I were not truly honorable I 
might try to fool you by using our own Commencement week and making it fit 1912. 
But I know as well as you do that that is impo.ssible. No one but Marj could have 
“ragged” up to get her degree; no one but Fletcher could have made of Garden Party 
a wholesale rendezvous of every acquaintance for the last twenty-two years: and finally, 
who but Braley could have put so perfect a finishing touch to the last class meeting? 
And now, having stated my side of the case, I am going to stop. If Coolie truly wants 
19l2’s Commencement, I’m afraid she’ll have to write it herself. She can’t inveigle me 
into believing that she’s any bu.sier than I am, for “busine.ss managing” is no golden road 
to Heaven. It has just occurred to me — I wonder why she didn’t ask me to write on the 
financial side of a class book; it’s really the most harrowing side. Probably she was 
afraid it would make me too sad. It couldn’t have been any worse than the agonies I 
have had to go through with in trying to resurrect a parting with 1912. Now I hope 
I have parted with them vm ewigkeii nach ewigkeit. Rank heresy! 

Marc; A RET Sears. 
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:at^lettc Ceams anij i£lecorD0— ^opljomote gear 



Umni0 Singled 

Class championship won by 1915. 
Capiam — E. DtrNtiAM 
Manager — E. Atek 

K. Ayer E. Baldwin 

A. Miller 

Crnni0 2DoutiU^ 

Class championship won by 1914. 
E. Ayer L Pritchett 

E* Baldwin I. Benedict 

E. Dunham A. Miller 

L. Cox 

Class Champion — E. Ayer 
Oh Varsiip — 

E. Ayer A. Miller 

E. Dunham 



Second Team Singles 
Won by 1013, 

Capiuin — I. Pritchett 



I. Pritchett L. Cox 
I. Benedict 



hotkey 

Championship won by lOlS. 

Captain — L, Cadbury 
Manager — E. Baker 



E, Baker 
H. Kirk 
L. Cadbury 
A. Miller 
H. Carey 
E. Ayer 



E. Allen 

K. Sergeant 
A. L. White 
W. Boardman 
R, Bixler 

L, Cox 



Secofid Team 
Captain — M, Sears 
Manager — E. Ahum 



E. Warren 
J, Boyd 
M, Sears 
M, Shipley 
C. Rockwell 



M. Camp 
E. Colt 
K. Dodd 

N, Van Dyke 
D, Cox 



Third Team 
Captain — C. Brown 
Managers, Baird 

On Vufdiy IJockeg Team 
L, Cadbury A, Miller 



Stibs for Vardiy 
E, Baker II. Kirk 



fetoimming 

Championship won by 1914. 
Captain — A. Miller 



I. Benedict 
P. Cabot 

L, Cadbury 

M. COOUDGE 
E. Colt 

L. Cox 



K, Dodd 
M, Gardner 
A. Miller 
K, SlItPPEN 
J, Tappan 
A. L. White 



Record Broken 

Class relay 1914 — 1 min. IQVesec, 



azilattr Polo 

Class championship won by 1914, 
Captain — A. Miller 
Manager — E, Colt 



A. Miller 
E. Colt 
L. Cox 
K, SmpPEN 



A. L. White 
I. Benedict 
L. Cadbury 
W. Boardman 



£Dutbocrr %tntk 9^iit 

Class championshii* won by 19 
Captain~h, Cox 
E, Allen E, Porter 

E, Ateb I. Pritchett 

E, Baker C, Rockwell 

W. Boardman 1L Sheldon 

L. Cadbury M. Shipley 

H. Carey A, L, W%ite 

E, Colt 
Records Broken 

Throwing baseball— L Pritchett, 
161 ft. 11 in. 

Throwing basket-ball— C, Rot?K- 
well, 61 ft. 8 in. 

£a0hct^Satl 

Champiomhip won by 1913. 
Captain — E, Baker 
Manager — Kirk 
E, Baker L, Cadbury 

L. Cox E, Colt 

H. Kirk H, Carey 

E, Balderston 
Second Team 
Captain — C, Rockwell 
Manager — E. Wareen 
L. DEI.ANO C. Rockwell 

A. Miller E. Warren 

H. Hinde L Pritchett 

E. Washburn 
Oh Basket-Ball yardly 
L, Cox 
Siibs — 

E. Baker L, Cadbury 

H. Carey 



Junuir 
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iDffittsi l^elD bp 1014 in tl)c gear 1012'/ 13 

President — Maby Coolidge 
Vice-President — Katharine Shippen 
Secretary — ^Jean Batchelor 
Students’ Council — Ida Pritchett, Jean Batchelor 
Self-Government Association.. Secretary — Mary Coolidoe 
Exeadive Board. Katharine Dodd, Ida Prichett 
Advisory Board — Ethel Dunham, Elizabeth Balderston 
Undergradxiaie Association. Vice-President — ^Laura Delano 
Secretary — Eleanor Allen 

Christian Association. Treasurer — Ida Prichett (resigned), Josephine Niles 
Athletic Association. Secretary — Alice Miller 
Oiddoor Manager — Leah Cadbury 

Lantern. Editors — Winifred Goodall, Katharine Dodd, Elizabeth Balderston, 

Treasurer — Elizabeth Braley 

Ti-pyn o’Bob. Editors — Katharine Sergeant, Mary Coolidoe, Jean Batchelor 

Busi.ness Manager — Margaret Sears 
Trophy Club. Secretary — Elizabeth Bryant 
Treasurer — Lilli en Cox 

English Club. Jean Batchelor, Mary Coolidoe, Winifred Goodall, Martha Hobson, 
Katharine Sergeant, Evelyn Shaw, Helen Shaw, Mirum Ward 
Debating Club. President — Katharine Dodd 
Glee Club. Secretary — Margaret Sears 
Equal Suffrage League, Vice-President — Ethel Dunham 
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Advisory Board — ^.-iucE Miller 
Science Club. Vice-President — Ethel Dunham 
Philosophical Club. Vice-President — ^Jean Batchelor 
History Club, Vice-President — Margaret Sears 
College Settlement Association. Treasurer — Mary Dorothy Hughes 
Consumer's League. President — Katharine Dodd 
Choir — Eleanor Allen» Marion Camp, Elizabeth Baldwin, Isabel Benedict, Margaret 
Blanchard, Elizabeth Colt, Lilli en Cox, Catherine Westung, 

Dorothy Weston 

Chief Fire Captain — Katharine Dodd 
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Xdanner i^lap 

W E planned it one hot morning of Sophomore spring down in Senior Row, Nancy Cabot 
describing various plots and scenarios and outlines which people had told her about, 
to which we responded with lukewarm enthusiasm, and then unfolding at gorgeous 
length her plan before which we paled and gasped in admiration. So we told the class and 
they accepted it with their usual beautiful and sheep-like docility — or perhaps because it 
was too late in the year or too warm to scrap. I can remember one long afternoon of ecstatic 
planning with Hinde of green bloomers and orange boleros and golden anklets, and we urged 
K. Sergeant to learn to play on a little pipe, so that she could charm snakes, and throughout 
the summer we all kept our ears open for Oriental tunes and our eyes watchful for objects of 
Eastern clothing or art. 

When we came back in the fall all was excitement. We made Laura stage manager 
because she didn’t know a thing about acting — ^it was the year, you remember, when we 
elected Lill track captain because she couldn’t run, jump, or throw anything. Laura, 
however, was, as usual, “most efficient,’* even if she did costume the dancing dervishes as 
little girls and think that 'punkahs were some sort of court official, putting them down on the 
programme as such. She and I learned a lot about Philadelphia in those days, penetrating 
into obscure and unsavory portions of the city to buy tricks for Cad and sheet brass for 
ornaments. To get the tricks you had to go up a steep flight of stairs and rouse a deaf 
gentleman, who was always sleeping on a couch in the back room and then shout in his 
ear for “some large tricks, please;’’ and to get the brass we made our ivay into a great 
cavernous warehouse place, through which ran a small railroad, where we purchased one yard 
of brass at retail from an immense roll and departed in triumph. 

Anne Lindsay and I struggled daily with the chorus dances. The harem was all right 
because they knew they looked pretty when the curtain went up showing them all lying 
about on the floor in veils, and they had .scarves to wave, thus concealing deficiencies in 
grace, bill the slave girls were fearful. I never knew why when they were chosen for excessive 
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blondness they should be costumed in scarlet, and most of them seemed to have sprained 
their ankles, and those that hadn't were shy about exhibiting their feet— and then, finally, 
on the night there were Marge’s never-to-be-forgotten “blooms.” 

The night itself was for us a blaze of triumph; ( ad’s tricks provoked roars of applause 
from the audience, especially the egg one* (I remember dancing over and around the wreck 
of it on the floor afterwards). Anne’s and Fritz’s voices, reinforced to preternatural loud- 
ness for the occasion, rendered “Alone upon the housetops” in a way wdiicli might have 
drawn tears from a stone, underclassmen frantically pounded and clapped Lill as she lustily 
besought the grind to “leave her books and come.” The procession w'as a Turkish delight, 
the old G. O. P. elephant, sumptuously caparisoned, proceeding majestically across the stage 
driven by Edwina who was clad in a neat costume of awning cloth — ^she complained bitterly 
about it — then running nimbly around back of the scenes to the entrance again to reappear 
as the second, third, and fourth elephant successively of his majesty the Sultan. We thought 
it was fine, as I have said, but no member of any other class, least of all any 1916, has ever 
spoken a word in praise of it in my hearing, and we got our usual back-handed complimentary 
play notice in the Typ, but in my own mind, I think the remembrance of those red slave 
girls, all down on the floor in a row salaaming vigorously, all out of time wuth the music and 
each other, will survive forever. 

Helen Sraw. 

* She with a hard-boiled egg ]iut before the performance (in ill ^hc broke it and had to isend hastily to Merton for another 

which of course, raw and not so nice when dropped. — A othoe. 
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SPougfttp 2>eftater0 

D odd, the dreadful director of the doughty debaters, has gone away to the Bates 
Camp, and left no record of their deeds behind. Was she too modest to set forth the 
true merits of her band? At any rate the task has fallen into my hands, and I set 
forth the history as truly as I can. 

The Debating Society was organized in Sophomore year. Nobody in college was a good 
speaker then, but Dodd the Dauntless knew how to be, and she undertook to show us all. 
We must first be intelligent on all subjects, must be witty and solemn and touching. When 
we had succeeded in all these accomplishments we must remember never to say “I,” or 
to slip a look at the paper we had written out, and always to stand on both our feet. With 
these things as a foundation w'e began. Scorning less technical and skilled debaters, we argued 
with each other. And we argued on any subject, and our w'ords were always long. All 
the things we didn’t know ourselves we read about in books, and then we divided all our 
knowledge into subheadings and considered it from every aspect and every point of view. 
Take the Mexican question for example. All our information is put together, then each 
draws out his subdivision. A. takes what he considers President Wilson’s chances to be 
at the next election; B. discusses the Mexican sombrero; and C. the latest model of 
American rifles. Logical, persuasive, convincing, they are, each argument dovetails neatly 
into the next, making a complete whole which will force the most impenetrable to agree with 
us on this weighty question. 

Trained by a long series of debates of this kind, we at length come to the great event — 
the last debate of Senior year. Now will we show the accumulation of all our skill. We 
mount the platform and stand on both our feet. The subject is “Feminism.” On the 
left of the chapel sit the judges, their pads and pencils in their hands; on the right our little 
group of friends who will laugh at jokes, and clap us when we are done. Before us all the 
audience, and they inspire no terror — have we not had two years of experience. 

“Matlame President, my worthy opponents ” 
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How glib and smooth the arguments conxe forth. Soon they will see how admirable a 
wife and mother is the Victorian woman, how abominable and altogether to be scorned is the 
Feminist. Just here a stir at the back of the chapel and President Thomas appears. Frozen 
silent, we watch her dispose of her umbrella, and pull off her rubbers, and pull forth her 
handkerchief from her petticoat pocket. And how she sits, silent, to listen — ^to me. The 
end of my speech was to have been a grand philippic agalmst the Feminist, but I did not 
deliver it. 

Ah! Katharine Dodd! Even your doughty debaters must quail before Miss Thomas. 

KATHAniNE B. Shifpen. 
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€>ur 6oItien Crea0urp 

I T is impossible to write appreciatively of our song book without taking into con- 
sideration the music with which the songs are sung. This is natural, I think. 
During the four years one grows more and more to differentiate the songs by their 
tune.s. and in no other way. “Faithful and true,” “the class dark blue,” “the morning 
dew — ” as my lips have formed these phrases, song-practice after song-practice, only the 
tune, grave or gay, can inform me whether it be a farewell song or a hockey song or a song 
of general civility which we are raising. This is at 6rst a very convenient arrangement 
for a member w'ho is musically half-mute and wholly indolent, but later, when one has 
become attached to certain songs as learned by word of mouth, it is disappointing to find 
their written v'ersions so different. For instance, there was 

“Stop your violence, swat him, and weep no more. 

For stung is Thrim. and found is the hammer of Thor.” 

The sentiment always pleased me, although I was in doubt of its propriety as a 
Freshman show song, but as the Junior Class president never objected, I sang it patiently 
and with a good deal of satisfaction for upwards of three years. It reminded me vaguely 
of the suffragettes in England. The 6rst time we practiced it, the girl next me had sung 
it in that way. She was a brown-eyed girl with a meek expression, and whether she sang 
it because she thought it right, or because she thought I was singing it thus, I have never 
been able to discover, but at any rate we were both deceived, for the printed page has: 

“Stop your violent sobbing, and weep no more.” 

The sudden pause aud explosion after violent is, I believe, due only to the exigencies 
of the tune. 

Sorry as I am to lose an old favorite I must perforce confess that the sentiment, as 
here expressed, is much more in accord with the nature of our class spirit than the other. 
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I have a theory that the “class spirit” or guartlian genius of our class, is characterized 
l'<y a kind of gloomy geniality, and so manifests itself through all the tunes and songs of 
our little book. Sometimes I think I should recognize a 1914 song anywhere, ev'on coming 
out of an ice-cleft in the Antarctic continent: 

“ Time heard, and whispered as he passed. 

Great deeds alone are doomed to last, 

Vain things and small are hurried past 
To their for — go< — ^ten graves.” 

I will never forget the enjoyment which prompted us recklessly to drop the tune and dive 
to the bottom of the register on that last line. It took a whole song-practice to drag us up 
to anything like a vocal pitch, and even as Seniors on the steps, I observe that some of us 
still slide. I remember, too, a Senior reception song of our Freshman year which partook 
of the same mortuary mood — ^a song wherein we all shouted euphemistically, on being 
about to depart: 

“We are grateful, believe us, 

For all you’ve done. 

We — ^give — ^thanks for the way 
Our first year has begun.” 

There is yet another song of that year in which our pessimism (if it were pessimism — 
call it rather a shrouded gloom) reached its climax: 

“The tenderness which no doubt fills 
The green for warmer hue 
Cannot compare with that which thrills 
The heart of blue for blue.” 

We didn’t even believe much in the affections in those days. Of course, our I,antern song 
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was not cheerful. No one wanted it to be so. We liked it as it was. What was our 
hollow mirth as we swung those recently acquired lanterns in the cloister and intoned; 

“The gilded lamp doth shed its ray.” 

Those were all early songs, of course. Afterwards we became less outspoken in our 
woe, but I .still remember, quite far along in our college career, hanging over the side of 
the pool and shouting lustily at the water-polo players the dire prophecy: 

“The reds will look like squashed tomatoes!” 

until the color of our faces would completely have misled a disinterested observer as to the 
significance of the symbolism. 

The Orals, naturally, inspired our class spirit to its highest flight. Where is the place 
for a genial gloom if not Orals “Frilly Fluffy” will probably remain ever “classic,” if 
only for the splendid climax of the last line: 

“And we hiss in howling horror, 

‘Is she mad? Is she mad?’ ” 

The sardonic effect which this closing phrase, hissed in the tragic tones of Cyrano de 
Bergerac, imparts to the whole song, is both admirable and startling after the beginning 
with its false hint of Vogue or the Ladies' Home Journal: 

“The Frilly Fluffy Females in their fine French frocks.” 

The history song, one of our last performances, only confirmed me in my knowledge of 
our class spirit. Our feelings toward it were from the first iastinct with gloom, though 
we determined that ev'ery thing about it should be proper and such as class convention 
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demanded. I happened to be present at a verj' early discussion in regard to the chorus. 
The question was whether or not the catch-word should be “Nonpareil ’14.” I held my 
breath. Were we at last going to reveal ourselves to declare our secret optimism, nay, 
egotism — our hidden belit'f in our own destiny which our class song had so painstakingly 
denied. But we w'ere saved. Someone pronounced the adjective “tawdry.” “And, 
besides,” someone else objected “it might not be true,” Therefore, we changed it to 
“Nondescript ’14,” which, though ambiguous, was also absolutely innocuous, and far 
nearer to the truth in the eyes of our own prophets than the other. And, after ail, as I 
endeavored to observe on setting out. what difference do the mere words of a song make 
when we, many times stronger than the four-and-twenty -black-birds, “begin to sing.” 

Winifred Goodall. 
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Batc0 Camp 

I MUSI' admit that 1 feel peculiarly fitted to write for the Class Book, for, with the 
exception of Biology, that “difficult course” that almost cost Alice and Marion their 
degrees, English is the one course in college I have never flunked. Besides, I feel quite 
up in the subject before me and prefer writing about it to such things as “The Joyousness of 
Celtic Literature,” or the “ Melancholy of Balder Dead.” Of course I admit that some things 
about the camp were melancholy too, one of the chief l>eing, that my first year I stayed two 
solid weeks. With two strenuous companions like Ethel and Lill, that means a good deal! 
Upon our arrival a list of meal liours confronted us beginning something like this: 
Breakfast — Children 7.00 
Workers 7.30 
Guests 8.00 

Lill laughed gleefully and said she was glad not to eat before 8.00. She soon found that 
she was quite mistaken and that she was not a guest as she had supposed I 

We began rising with the sun and then we'd dress the twenty-six youngsters under our 
care. For three days Lill seemed to prefer setting the table, but she soon grew less snobbish 
and helped Ett and me braid pigtails and pin up endless layers of underclothes. Her favorite 
excitement was giving tubs. Half the youngsters cried because they wanted tubs; the other 
half cried when shivering in the midst of the process, while the colored cook fumed in the 
kitchen because we had carried off her pots full of water. The children were mostly Italians. 
Joey J/6 Frano, w'hom Brooksie adopted, and Tony the Monk, so-called for his shaven head. 
Then there was “Dirty Tony” and “Black Jo” and, to change the monotony, dimpling 
Harold, who begged Ethel to kiss him good-night. There were girls too — Lucy de Luce, who 
wept for her home, and homely Nettie, not to mention freckled Tessie, and so on through 
all the twenty -six. They called us “Teachers” and they loved us dearly, to judge from the 
way they clutched our hands on every occasion. 

Looking out for the children was not our only task, however. Far from it! We set the 
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table for all three sittings; we waited on table and nearly killed ourselves bringing endless 
bowls of porridge to year-old babies. We brushed the Hoors after meals, an unpleasant 
task; we made beds; we moved beds to another room because the chore boy could not 
get around swiftly on his wooden leg; w’e hung pictures; said grace at a moment’s notice; 
and spared the decrepit horse by walking to the village to get the mail or possibly a poisonous- 
looking all-day -sucker. We even washed the piles of dishes W'hich was not our job because 
the man hired for tlie purpose was a reformed (?) drunkard and quivered so that we feared 
for the priceless china. 

•\11 tliese were not our only jobs though, for we were there we were told “to amuse the 
guests.” There were aged missionary' ladies who adored such games as “Simon says thumbs 
up.” They also kept Lill playing strange hymns which they sang so loud that it was hard 
for Ethel and me to keep them on the tune! There were also respectable but poor brides 
and grooms; there were dirty Italians with numberless babies and there were young girls 
from factories. 

Always after such energetic work, we were terribly hungry and those dinners of pea- 
soup and cottage-cheese certainly tasted good. Sometimes we had a special treat of ice 
cream (made with one-half water) ordered by the lavish Lill. And the thought of those 
hard little beds quite makes my bones ache, though I ought to be thankful that I did not 
fall out of the window in one of my feeble attempts to turn over and get comfortable. 

The English reader always sakl I w'as weak on epilogues, so perhaps I had better stop 
with the words that it is a fine experience to live at Bates Camp. Only if you want to pre- 
serve your health and beauty and di.sposition, take ray advice and stay only one week. 

Elizabeth Ayer. 
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Ceams anti iRecorD0 — Junior gear 



&insU0 

Class charapionsliip won by 1913. 
Capiain — E. Denham 
Manager — ^E. Ayeh 
E. D0NH.VM A. Miller 

L PniTruETT 

^tnnig 3>ouble0 

Class championship won by 1914. 

E. Dctnham E. Ayeh 

A. Miller E, Baldwin 

I. PttiTcnETT E. Bryant 

Class champion — E* Dunham 

On Tennis Varsiiy 
A. Miller I. Puitcuett 

Tennh Second Team 
Won by 1U13* 

Capfaitt — E. Balowin 
E. Baldwin E. Bryant 

E. Colt 



Championship won by 1911, 
Captain — L. Cadbuby 
Manager — E. Baker 



H. Carey 
A. Miller 
L, Cadbury 
H. Kirk 
E. Baker 



E. Allen 
E. Colt 
L. Cox 
A. L. White 
R. Bixler 



K. Sergeant 



Hoclceg Second Team 
Won by 1915. 

Captain — C. Rockwell 
M an ager — E . War r en 



M. Sears C, Brown 

J. Boyd E. Bryant 

C, Rockwell D. Cox 

C, Allport W. Boardmax 

E. Warren AJ, Haines 

M. Camp 

Third Team flocke?/ 
Captains — J. Baird and D. 
Bechtel 



£Dtitt)ocrr ^tack 

Class diampionship won by 1915- 
Capiain — C. Rockwell 

C. Rockwell E. Colt 
E. Baker A. L. White 
E. Baldehston L, Cadbury 
I. Prichett E. Ayer 
II. Kirk 



On Hockeg Varnit/ 

II. Carey L, Cadbury 

A, AIiller R, Bixler 

Snhs — 

E. Baker E. Colt 

L. Cox H. Kirk 

&tetmmftig 9$m 

Won by 1914. 

Captain—h. Cox 

iV. L. W'HiTE M. Gardner 

E. Colt D. Cox 

L. Cox L. Caduury 

M. Coolidge 

maUt Polo 

Class championship won by 1913. 
Captain — L. Cox 
Manager — E, Colt 

E. Colt M. Coolidoe 

-L Tappan K Shippen 

A. L. White L. Cox 

L. Cadbury 

Second Team 
Captain — J. Tappan 
Manager — Baker 



Ba0kft^SaIl 

(niainpionship won by 1911. 
Captain — E. Baker 
Managcr^lh Kirk 

L. Cox L. Cadbury 

E. Baker H, Carey 

H. Kirk E. Colt 

E. Balderston 



Second Team 
Won by 1914 . 

Captain — E. W^arren 
Manager — L. Delano 



L. Delano 
A. Miller 
E. Ayer 

M. Camp 



E. Allen 
C, Rockwelt. 
I. Pritchett 
E, Warren 



Third Team 
Won by 1914, 

Captain — D, Bechtel 
Manager — M. Arthurs 



On Vareitg Basket-Hall 
E, B.VKER H. Kirk 

Subs — 

L. Cadbury E. Colt 



^rniax f far 
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l^elD bp 1914 in tlje gear 1913-’14 

President — Liujen Cox 
Vice-President — E liza beth Baldwin 
Secretary — Cleos Rockwell 
Students' Council — Ethel Dunham, Katharine Dodd 
Self-Government Association. President — ^Mary Coolidge 
Vice-President — Ida P ritch ett 

Advisory Board — Catherine Creighton, Margaret Williams, Janet Baird, 

Katharine Dodd 

Undergraduate Association. President — Laura Delano 
Christian Association. President — Josephine Niles 
Athletic Association. President — Leah Cadbury 
Indoor Manager — ^Alice Miller 

Lantern and Ti'pyn o'Bob. Editor s-in -Chief — Katharine Sergeant, 

Winifred Goodall 

Jean Batchelor (resigned), Mary Coolidge (resigned), 
Elizabeth Atherton 
Busine,ss Manager — Catherine Creighton 
Assistant Business Manager — Edwina Warren 
Trophy Club. President— L iulikn Cox. Treasurer— E iazabbth Bryant 
English Club. President— UE.1.VM Shaw, Jean Batchelor, Mary Coolidge, 
Jean Davis, Winifred Goodall, Martii.a Hobson, Katharine Sergeant, 

Evelyn Shaw, Miriam Ward 
Debating Club. President — Katharine Dodd 
Glee Club. Leader — ^Elizabeth Baldwin 
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Equal Suffrage League. President — Ethel Denham 
Advisory Board — Eleanor Allen 
Science Club. President— Oppenheimer 
Philosophical Club. President — Jean Batchelor 
History Club. President — Margaret Sears 
Treasurer — Mary Dorothy Hughes 

Choir. Leader — Dorothy Weston, Organist — Catherine Westling. Eleanor 
Allen, Marion Camp, Elizabeth Colt, Elizabeth Baldwin, Isabel 
Benedict, Cleos Rockwell, Margaret Blanchard, Lilli en Cox 
Chief Fire Captain — Leah Cadbury 
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^ppcr Ctn 

Dodd, Katharine 89 700 

Hobson, Martha Barbour 85.800 

Smith, 1VL\ry Christine 85.152 

Serc.eant, Katharine 85.110 

Waulerstein, Ruth Coons 84.638 

Ward, Miriaai Elsie . 84.380 

B.vird, AIildred 83.938 

Oppe.nh ELMER, Ella 83.566 

Baird, Janet 83.509 

Delano, Laura 83.409 
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1914'0 Breaft0 



M SOUTHARD, in answer to one question concerning the pope as pontiff in an 
^ examination of vital importance: “She was a great mastiff.” 

A. Miller, on a biology paper; “The pig has webbed feet.” 

M. Southard, also in biology: “The rabbit lays eggs.” 

E. Atbr, asked by Dr. Holbrook what variety of cake he should take, naively indicates 
a kiss, and says she prefers them. 

M. Camp, in a room full of people, refers to the play in the Second Hollow as “The 
Midwive’s Tale.” 

E. Lord; “Ah, you see Josephine was born in the absence of both her parents.” 

A. Miller, looking at the heavens: “Ah, what a marvellous salmon sky!” E. Shaw', 

correcting her; “You mean herring bone!” 

E. Dunham, urged by a friend to leave the Plymouth house party a day early: “Oh, I 

can't desert the Camp.” 

E. Atbr, being congratulateil by Mary Pierce on 1914's first water polo victory: “I hope 
you’ll surprise us tonight the way we surprised you.” 

L. Cox, lunching at Mary Pierce’s, unconscious of the chipped beef that was just appearing: 
“Thank goodness, we’re not eating chipped beef for luncheon this Saturday.” 

Ship, talking to Libby, the donor of an anonymous bunch of flowers just received: “Isn’t 

it a horrible combination of colors? How cotdd any one have thought of it?” 

Ann Lindsay, in an oral quiz in physics: “You measure the wave lengths by counting 
the nudes.” 

L. Delano, after a long and heated discussion in Undergrad Meeting about the scale of 
living at Bryn Mawr: “It has been moved and seconded that the cost of living be 

lowered.” 

Jean Davis, turning to a friend alter 1017 had sung their Salamander song: “Is the 

Salamander really the symbol of college life?” 
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M. CooLiDGE, exasperatedly, in the midst of wild voting: “There is no sense of this 

meeting.” Miss , do you wish to move that this motion be laid on the shelf?”* 

E. Ater. to Dorothy Weston at a song practice; “You’re a mute, aren’t you?” 

Mad, to Marianna a week before May Day: “What part have you in May Day, 

Marianna?” 

Compiled by: 

Alice Milleu, 
Elizabeth AvEii.t 
Laura Delano, 

AND OTHERS. 

• The sub-editoP5 note her peculiar feeling for PaHliiimentaiy speech even at this dat& 
fThc editors note with regret the absence of some of LLbby^s brighteat and besL 
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S^ettior Beeeption0 

N o one invited me to write on this subject, but I will not allow the shortsightedness of 
the editor to hamper the success of the Class Book.* 

I feel called upon to record something of the memorable hours through which, 
from my point of vantage on the red plush high-chair, I listened spell-bound to the thrilling 
reminiscences of my classmates, to tales of cooks, and nursery maids and younger brothers. 
Confessions of a personal nature were all llie rage. Pritch used to sit close to Miss Thomas 
and whisper them confidentially into her ear. At least I always supposed her revelations 
were very personal, though we all would have considered it eavesdropping to try to hear 
what she was saying. But there were others who were more brazen. Once I was aroused 
from a lethargj’ (induced I suppose by my cup of grape- juice) to hear Pus.sy holding forth 
in the manner of the troubadours, as the Tip puts it: 

“I like to pick four-leaf clovers. 

And I like to w'ish on loads of ha3% 

And on falling .stars. 

And I like to . . 

but just then ('ad broke in to tell how her butcher was cured of rheumatism. 

I was smprised to find that some of us came to the.se intimate gatherings in an unworthy 
spirit. In fact one or two made themselves revoltinglj^ conspicuous. For instance, one 
evening, “Four, eight, tw'elve,” Miss Thomas counted and then, her eye falling on the thir- 
teenth, w'ho w'as edging hungrilj' tow-ard the door, she added graciously, “We will make 
an exception. Miss Dunham may go too.” We were ail deeply mortified for Ethel. 

Mj' unwavering policy at Senior Receptions was to hold back and give other people a 
chance to talk. Miss Thomas made one attempt to draw me out, and failed. It was the 
topic that ruined the game. I was prepared to admit that mj’ mother and father were Irish, 
l)ut I had never been prying enough to examine into the personal hi.story of the obsolete 



• The ctfilots conaidem) Ihe propriety of cutting out this slatcmcnt «s of an iindnly personal and libelous imlure.— E ditors. 
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members of my family further back than the fourth generation. Fancy my mortification as 
I listened to my friends chat glibly on about their paternal grandmother’s maternal great 
uncles who came to America just after the flood. 

All who went to our last reception must feel proud when they recall the charming tribute 
we paid to Helen Hinde as she entered late with Cris. Showing that we knew what was due 
to the successful society w'oman from unsophisticated girlhood, as one man we rose to our 
feet and stood in respectful silence. Miss Thomas was not slow' in following our courteous 
example. 

Speaking of tributes, reminds me that one evening as we were leaving, I heard Miss 
Thomas say, “The prevailing color tonight seems to be pink, does it not?” The Senior to 
whom the remark was addressed was in .startling green. In line behind her came six others 
in varying shades of tlie same color. Color blind? Certainly not how stupid! Laura 
happened to be wearing her rose brocade. 

Helen Cahey. 
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€)mitttng tl)t iFractton0 

I MAY as well confess at the start a fact which will soon enough become evident to my 
readers, namely — that the title of this article has been forced upon me. I have been 
told that it is to concern the upper ten. I hope that Miss Dimon never sees our ('lass 
Book, for she may sue someone for libel. And the title is inappropriate! How many of 
those w'ho took Minor Biology under her sheltering care, and w'ho remember the dread 
moment when she w’ould swoop down and say, “Where is that cell. Miss ?” will gain- 

say me .5* 

For me, numbers have a powerful and mystic charm. It has been so ever since I sat 
in seat number 23 in the Bi. Lab., till I came 23d on the oral list. And the effects — they are 
almost too obvious to mention. I never saw an amceba, not even in Anne Lind.say ’s telescope, 
next door; and I flunked my French oral.^ But the Math, sharks will be impatient, and 
w’ill tell me that I am arguing beside the point, not having mentioned a fraction or suggested 
the existence of a decimal point. The truth is that fractions and such are a sore subject 
with me, for if the Office (the abstract term is always safer) had omitted a single figure in 
the sixth column to the right of the decimal point, I should not have arrived in that upper 
atmosphere where, obviously, I did not belong, but where I enjoy basking. I suppose it is 
because of my rather precarious existence on the upper side of the line, that I know so little 
about the first ten. At this point I must beg pardon of my co-students in politics, for this 
reference to a “line.” I realize that it, like the poverty line or the North Pole, is imaginary 
and hence non-existent. 

There is a life work mapped out for each great intelligence. It is my duty to act as a 
prophet and a guide. Some special training is required for statistical work, — ^as for all else. 
I want the Bryn Mawr A. B.s, with their unwritten rum ImulcH to return to their Alma 
Mater, and there to perform a service. First a graph should be made showing the number 
of hours spent in the library gossiping, according to hall and class. Then we want a curve 
plotted to indicate the angle of inclination during prayer at all states during the four years. 
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Another diagram would show the number of Freshmen, Sophomores, Juniors, and Seniors 
owning umbrellas. We might 6nd out, loo, the average and maximum number of novels 
read; the speed of wading through private reading; the popularity of various professors, 
etc., etc. It would be interesting to see if there is any periodicity in this last curve. A study 
of concomitant causes would accompany the graph. It is an inexhaustible and infinite field. 
Let my plea ring far and wide, and let it reach all whose intellects call them to the succor 
of future students. Let not those who come after us pass through life with their eyes 
blinded to the truth!* 

Laura Delano. 

* One edUor> nniiously acanabg these pnges for the appropriate spot for a comracnt: "I don't ace the place for the Sunny Jitn 
joke,'* — O ther EottORH. 



«0 THE BOOK OF THE CLASS OF NINETEEN-FOURTEEN 



3)uitp dPernian 

E S ist bestimmt in Gottes Rat and also in the Rat of Miss Thomas (this isn’t an innuendo) 
dass man muss ganz gut Deutsck haben von Manus Bryn Mavrrensium zu sckeiden. 
When more than one hundred per cent of the readers of this article are ipso facto 
competent readers of French and German, departure from the vernacular is naturally not 
pedantic. To depart further, perhaps Ich wdss nicht was soil es bedeuten^ but a member of 
the Class of 1914 had the alternative of stammering through the 6rst oral or of merely stam- 
mering during the first oral. If she does the first, in Pern East at least, she is schreckUck 
lonely, and if she doesn’t stop at the second she and Mary Jeffers eben so meet in Cartreff. 
In both cases French and German go on forever. At this very moment Souvenirs d'Enfance 
et de Jeunesse are probably marring the undergraduate memories of past and future days, 
and filling up undergraduate bottom desk drawers and trunk trays. 

After many experiences of my own and otlier people’s German I have at least learned 
various ways not to read the language of Goethe and Heine. How the latter could habitually 
read Deutsch and be popularly known as “Happy Heine” I cannot see! W'hen you are 
admittedly an excellent reader, writer and speaker of English (even if you do lisp), and when 
you have all wisdom and all New England culture besides, the English and German vocabu- 
laries do difler, and Coole’s third oral was too much a song without words to ring true. 
When you read about a man and a girl in tlie Mondschein, particularly if the man is Goethe, 
do not be so delicate that you gloss his conduct over with “handshake” as a translation. 
Neither Mr. Moore nor Miss Lasche would consider you wise enough for the wide world. 
Finally, do not forget to learn the key to the German language; it is not fit to print even in 
a Class Book and it got Anne Lindsay through her third oral! 



Catharine Creighton. 
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flgap soap 

M ay day articles always have to begin with “To the May pole let us on!” So I just 
put in the line lest its absence jar you. It is, of course, a thing we never tire of! 
•\nd May Day, of course, is always fresh and new — each time it comes around it 
awakens a fresh set of passions and emotions. Even for those who have participated in 
many May Days, new feelings were aroused by the 1914 fete. Even Mr. King, who berated 
fiances, engaged committee members and love-sick mortals in general, was himself surprised 
into <juite a new state of mind, we hear. It might have been a black velvet and gold costume 
that did it, who can tell? May Day costumes have been known to accomplish a lot ere 
this. (Note here, please, the quality of manners taught the heralds by their costumes. 

I might add here, too, that it was a di.sappointment to find that what we of the easting 
committee considered a perfect combination of beauty, voice, and tact in these same heralds 
did not make the desired effect, since a spectator was heard to remark of our slim-legged 
beauties as the procession passed, “ Tficy were chosen for height.” 

This digression leads me on to recall the worst agony of May Day— the disagreements 
of the committee on the subject of beauty. Of course the casting committee was thoroughly 
beautiful— that point was established the first night wlien each one of us on being given some 
peculiarly awful rOle was soothed with the remark, “Of course it’s a pity to waste such 

a good-looking girl as you. Miss , on that part, but then. . . .” We all got quite 

hardened, however, after that same first night when Miss Daly said, “Stand up. Hall, and 
let me look at you— you are good-looking.” The worst struggles on beauty, however, came 
in the clash between the masculine and feminine point of view. When we poor females were 
assured that the homliest girl in college was “a type of beauty that appeals to men,” what 
could we say? Even Feminism had no answer. 

But the sufferings of the casting committee may not interest the rest of you. You 
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never suffered the agonies of rubbers and arctics that we did ^nor exjjcrienced the awful 
fear of being caught on the campus on a wet day with only pumps on. May Day involved 
warm clothes, I assure you, for those who came in contact with its guiding light. That 
preceded the stage of medical advice. Why we weren’t all pul through a course of phos- 
phates eventually, I don’t see. Sickness was really almost as trying as Beauty, for once 
we agreed on the point of Beauty the college disagreed on the point of Health. But in the 
end all our feeblest companions seemed to hold down the star parts, and all our worst C’.s 
and D’s were solo dancers, while all our husky mates did light frieze or mob work. W1iy, 
no one knows, except that the wonderful Daly-Oh wished it so, or because she’d promised. 
Of course no one died of the after effects, unless it was herself. 

Rehearsals — Ah, those wei-e the happy days. I grow (|uite sentimental with retrospec- 
tion. Think of the devotion of the benign Furies (really their affection for each other and 
for their fallen brethren was touching). Think of the Merry Men and countless others 
who practised so faithfully “knee, thigh, shoulder, head!” (and falling never counted as 
exercise). Think of the ever-ready Snapper-Pants and the obliging Vanilla, so sane in her 
“madding” runs. Think of the mutes who practised songs so long in East basement. But 
I must curb my wandering sentiment. For all was not love and affection; I would not 
sg misrepresent the college woman. Some of us learned to hate. Recall the classic outburst, 
“ I hate that woman ! I suppose she’s your best friend, but I don’t care. I hate her, not only 
in her part, but in every way. I just hate her!” If that is not the “proper purgation of the 
emotions,” 1 ask you what is? 

For what May Day ought to have been consult Ledgers t Times, etc. “Robin Hood 
assembled his Merry Men on the green sward, Alexander wooed the fair Campaspe in the 
cloister, and around the May poles danced milkmaids, and chimney-sweeps in gala attire — 
for all was springtime joy or gayety on Bryn Mawr campus yesterday, where, against the 
fitting background of noble Jacobean towers and ivied walls, the best educated body of young 
women welcomed in the May.” For the rest consult your clippings. 
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What May Day really was, you know best yourselves. To some it meant an expanse 
of fat legs, to others sandals that pinched. It all depends on the angle of sight, we’re told. 
The important thing is to get an interesting point of view, but for the life of me I can’t settle 
on one definite point of view from which to consider May Day — it was all so exciting. So, 
I will have to stop writing or I’ll be accused again of being Juliet’s nurse, a garrulous old 
woman afflicted with “total recall.” 



Katharine Sergeant. 
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Cl)e ;acl)tng or iLotje me JLotJc mp Wiift 

T he aching void I refer to has nothing to do with college meals but, like the unremem- 
bered grave of some poor veteran, my white slab stood unlettered. ’Twas but the 
name of the Parisian Smith my course book lacked, the British Imperialist’s stood 
firm and fine. For one long week I haunted grove and office but site was adamant. An 
inspiration came. The air was soft, the evening dark except for twinkling stars and lan- 
terns dim. In the farthest corner of the gym roof, stood Dr. Smith surrounded by an 
admiring throng in gowns of charming colors. Summoning up my poor supply of nerve 
and courage I advanced falteringly, blushingly I asked the momentous question: “.<4 re 

you a reformed drunkard?” The next day the course-book was signed and he wore my 
gardenia in his button-hole. 



Anne-Lindsay White. 
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€)ne’0 fiantt as UDi^txs ^tt !^im 

Scene. — Pembroke Dining Room. Place. — Senior Table. Time. — Lunch — any day. 

Speaking Parte:* Laura, Evelyn, Edwina. 

Lavra. — Well, of all rotten exams. — the man himself didn’t have any idea what he was 
talking about. Put in a few long words like “preferably” and “differentiate” just to make 
himself appear intelligent — and as a lecturer, that lazy Dewey, who never does a stroke of 
work, is an absolute failure. 

Evelyn. — ^And of all rude men I’ve ever seen — he doesn’t know what manners are. 

Laura. — You should have seen him simper when I asked him for a picture. He is 
conceited enough to think I really wanted it. 

Edwina. — ^And you know, counting that he gets fffteen hundred a year, why the poor 
man only gets twenty-eight dollars and fifty cents a week. W’hy, that’s not enough for 
one person to live on ! 

Evelyn. — W’ell, he seems to be al)le to enjoy himself. Gave an awful 

rush. Just sat for hours in the New' Book Room waiting for her to appear. 

L.WRA. — And you know to meet a girl at the Merion Cricket Club one night, and cut 
all his classes the next day to go to New York with her! 

Edwina. Made an awful hit with him too. She calls him Fred. He gave 

her a mad rusli in New York all the Easter vacation. 

Laura. He has gone for good now. No! He has special permission to get 

out of commencement — of course he wouldn’t w’ant to be here. He abominates all Seniors!! 

Elizabeth Braley. 

* Tbis in ttbsululely KutbcDtic. except that to preveat one pcnon from having too lengthy a part the apeechea have been evenly 

di vided. — A uthor , 

t TbU note ifn ftddeii bj' Creight and Mad as a prophecy: 

And when wo wakci always waked by Mary 
She's knocking on the tick of eight. 

Anti when we sweep* we're always sweeping trifies^ 

Right down into the kitchen grate. 

And when we eat, we get our meat from Mary 
And never dare to eat our Stl — 

Though we both leach, funds may not reach 
Knough for Mary Jeffer'a — 
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Bon iFire ^ 

O NE evening early in the spring Mad came over to my room to collaborate with me 
in writing the histoiy song. Naturally, we didn’t write since we had met for that 
purpose, but we talked about Bon Fire. We made elaborate plans which somehow 
never sounded quite so funny again. Some we carried out to a hackneyed conclusion; 
others were discarded after the committee had sat upon them. (Of course, the best of all 
were those you didn’t see.) I grew more and more interested as the time drew near; the 
splendor of Garden Party and Conferring of Degrees paled before the splendor of our Bon 
Fire. Mentally, I saw a procession of wonderfully costumed animals led by the policemen 
wending its way amidst the cheers of the common herd to the lower hockey field where 
bon-fire and red lights set off the stunts in a blaze of glory. Stunt followed stunt in rapid 
succession, while the clowns kept up a running fire of wit and humor. Entranced by this 
vision, I briefly — far too briefly — outlined my scheme. Mad, Chris, Laura and Ship each 
had a stunt to manage; between each stunt; Ethel was to present the clowns in a skit, 
short but intensely humorous. This much the managers were told to do and this much 
they did. I unconsciously had reserved for myself the part of running the show as a whole. 
I assured everyone that a clown would tell them exactly what to do; when they were to 
start, when they were to stop, and she would interpret to the multitude their every motion. 
With seven-league boots, I could not have accomplished all that this clown, meaning 
myself, had promised to do. The successful features of Bon Fire night were due entirely 
to the managers of the stunts; its failures, to the missing link. 

I’ll give Lill’s account of Bon Fire as recounted to me, ad verbatim: 

When I got over to Pern the procession seemed to be forming ail right, so I went 
up to the jmlicemen and said: ‘Of course, you know where to march and the place to stop.’ 
They hadn t the faintest idea! They said a clown was going to start them, show them 
the way and stop them. I grabbed the first clown I saw and told her to get on to her job. 
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She said it wasn’t hers but must be Etiiel’s, Et didn’t know a thing about it, but we had 
to start.” 

• “I never told them,” I weakly acknowledged. 

“Oh, well, we didn’t know where we were going, but we were on our way. Only by 
the time we reached the top of the hill I realized tlie bon-fire wasn’t going. Just then 
Et passed me at top speed yelling a clown was supposed to tell the men to light it. It 
blazed up at once and we started around the field. It’s a wonder we aren’t parading still. 
We were on our third lap around the field when somebody stopped the procession. Then 
we all crowded together, and I called out for the Pembroke stunt. They said a clown was 
to start them.” 

“Mad’s was to come first, but I hadn’t told her that,” I murmured. 

“W^ell, nothing happened; I waited for hours, then I called for Denbigh stunt.” 

“It should have come last of all. I am glad they didn’t burn the flunky then,” I said, 
thankful for small mercies. 

“Oh, nothing happened; they just looked at each other and no one stirred. I 
tracked down one stunt to Merion, but they said they couldn’t do anything w’ithout 
Chris. So we had a class meeting. I asked if there was anyone who could do a stunt 
and Mad came to the rescue with a motion about lions. After that it wasn’t so bad. 
Thank goodness, only tw'o more days left!” 



Elizabeth Ivonn. 
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MWit Ceani0 and IRccorDfif — S>enior gear 



Utnnttf IbineltB 

Class championship won by 1915: 

Captain — E, Dunham 
Manager — E, Ayer 

A. Miller E. Baldwin 

E. Ayer E. Bryant 

L Pritchett 

^enni0 9DoubIt0 

Class championship won by 1914. 

A. Miller E. Baldwin 

E. Ayer E. Bryant 

L Pritchett L Benedict 

t^OCkfp 

Championship won by 1914. 

Captain — L. Cadbury 
Manager — E, Baker 

H. Kirk E. Colt 

A. Miller E. Allen 

C. Rockwell A. L. White 
H, Caret L. Cox 

M. Camp R. Bixlee 

IJochey Second Team 
Won by 1914 
Captain — C, Rockwell 
Manager — E, Warren 

E. Warren E. Bryant 

C. Rockwell E. Ayer 

M. Sears W. Boardman 

C. Allport K. Sergeant 

C. Brown M. Haines 



Hockey Third Team 
Captain — C. Brown 

On Hockey Vanrity 

II. Carey L. Cadbury 

A. Miller R, Bixler 

Subs — 

L. Cox A. L. White 

E. Baker C. Rockwell 

fetoimmlng 9^ttt 

Won by 1917* 

Captain— K. Siiippen 
Manager — E. Colt 

L. Cox K. Shippen 

E. Baker K. Dodd 

E. Colt L. Cadbury 

A. L. White R. Wallerstein 

I. Bknnedict C. Allport 

maut ^olo 

Class championship won by 1915. 
Captain— K, ShippbN 
Manager — E, Colt 

L. Cox K. Shippen 

E, Colt L, Cadbury 

E. Baker M. Coolidce 

A. L. White 

Second Team Water Polo 
Captain — C. Allport 
Manager — E. Baker 

Oft Water Polo Vareity 

E. Colt L. Cox 

K. Shippen 
Sub — A. L. White 



^tack 9$m 

Won by 1915. 

Captain — C. Rockwell 

L. Cadbury H. Kirk 

E, Baker E. Warren 
E. Balderston I. Pritchett 

M, Blanchard H. Carey 

C. Allport C. Rockwell 

Sa^kf^Sall 

Class championship won by 1914, 
Captain — E. Baker 
H. Kirk 

E. Baker E. Balderston 
L. Cox H. Kirk 

L. Cadbury E, Colt 
II, Carey 

On BcLsket-Ball Varsity 
E. Baker, Captain 
E, Balderston L, Cox 
H. Kirk 

Suhe ^— 

L. Cadbury E. Colt 

Second Team Bask^-BaU 
Won by 

Captain — E, Warren 
Manager—E* Ayer 

L, Delano E. Allen 

A, Miller C. Rockwell 

E, Ayer I. Pritchett 

E, Warren 

Third Team 
Captain— D, Bechtel 



domtmm 
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Senior d^reen^^ 

“ TT flees and we pursue forever.” This, our motto, we know does not apply to the 
J[ rouge-pot, but, aside from its original vague implication of happiness, we have with 
delightful irresponsibility left it for whoever will to interpret. By using it here 
in connection with 1911 I mean to indicate one interpretation which Is not, I hasten to 
state, the obvious one, flattering as that may be to 1911. I elect to apply it — more 
abstractly — to Seniorial Dignity, which was first made known to us by 1911, and which 
we have been pursuing to a degree ever since. But now that our supreme opportunity has 
passed and we have our degrees, we wonder where the Seniorial Dignity came in. A bit of 
private research in regard to this lias enabled me to present to you as a physical fact the 
true explanation of Seniorial Dignity. Perceived by underclassmen, it is merely a case of 
anomalous dispersion of high lights. 

Speaking broadly, “anomalous dispersion” is the scientific expression of the Philosoph- 
ical theory that things are not what they seem. Further elucidated, it means that what 
we see may not be wliat is, because the light in traveling to us has been heterogeneously 
refracted by the various gases which go to make up the intervening atmosphere, according 
to their different coeflScients of absorption. The essential ear-mark of this effect is an 
unusual predominance of green in the observed spectra. This last condition is indisputably 
filled by 1911. Let me now explain (by examples) the processes of dispersion producing 
this result. 

In the first place, the source of light itself was exceptionally brilliant and widespread, 
— from Helen Tred way's average, and Catherine Delano Grant’s memory, and H, P.’s 
poetry to Prussie’s acting and Scottie’s conversation and May Egan’s hair, — little need- 
ing any dispersion. 

But each hall had its atmosphere through which, to reach us, as Freshmen, these 
lights had to pass. This, I believe, was rather heavy in East. (My only evidence is a 
recollected rumor of a search after some es-prit to match the corps already there.) West 
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was beginning to lose, even at that early date, any refined air it may have had. A con- 
centration of Sludium in the Rock Zone made it rather difficult to penetrate, while Merion 
had plenty of spicy atmosphere but no Seniors. 

Proceeding with my physical analysis, the rays of light are then refracted according 
to the coefficients of absorption of the constituent gases of these atmospheres. In Merion, 
of course, the refractory element was caused by the complete lack of any coefficient of 
absorption whatever. In the play entitled the “Casing of the First Floor East,” the 
problem of the reciprocal effect of the fumings there is thoroughly tlealt with, in spite of 
the fact that it was impossible to get the spectrum of East untinged by the so-called arc 
of Coolidgium propagated from a spark of true intellegence (cf. II. Carey, “The nicest 
girl in college”). There couhl be found no evidence of the effect of the dispersion of 
Seniorial Dignity in Rock owing to the predominantly .strong absorption bands in the 
region of 1912 or light blue. Denbigh’s strong green influence was counterbalanced, 
though not completely, by a marked broadening of the “Ive” line in dark blue. (But this 
was rather green itself and did not last long.) In West of course the correspondence of the 
very tall, thin, dark dclanium lines increased the absorption in the green. Personally, 
I observed some (rather) enhanced lines in the West spectrum, due, I am told, to my own 
particularly large coefficient of absorption. However, a walker in my way of life is 
necessarily absorbing. 

Thus we find that Seniorial Dignity, having passed through these various mediums, 
need not emerge as it began. It may even emerge where it never began (ref. A. L. W’.). 
But, however it is dispersed on the way, its spectrum, for us at least, is always char- 
acterized by the green — 1912 followed so soon upon 1911 that we were still seeing green. 
1913 was, and naturally, the negative after-image of 1911. And 1914 — well, we find our- 
selves still green enough, goodness know-s, now that we must face the “wide, w-ide world.” 
But as for Seniorial Dignity, we can only hope that classes below us judge it by a standard 
less severe than that set us by 1911, or, at least, that some of us have so far attained the 
ideal that with considerable dispersion spectrum, too, 19l4’s may show strong lines in 

the green. Eveltn W. Shaw. 
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'*€>ur S>f0ter Cla00 Blue’" 

C AREY has just suggested a dozen subjects, more or less, for me to write this essay 
about. She even offered to do it for me herself, on the theory that if / wanted any- 
thing well done I had better let someone else do it. I’ve decided to hang on to the 
job myself, however, because there is something I’ve always wanted to say, and now seems 
to be my golden opportunity. I’ve always wanted to justify my rather critical attitude 
towards 1912. But I want to say right here that they deserve my opprobrium. They 
injured my deepest feelings. This is how it happened. If you’ll believe it, they asked me to 
a sleeping party. They actually did, along with the rest of Merion. I packed my prettiest 
nightgown, my best wrapper, and borrowed a flagrantly new and gorgeous boudoir cap. 
I even went so far as to snitch a presentable pair of bedroom slippers, and I went, holding 
Christine’s hand. We arrived at about 10.20 and 1912 East greeted us in the hall. Still 
clinging to Christine I talked to them in the hall for possibly ten minutes. Then they 
led Christine and me to what was to be our room. I was overjoyed that I was to sleep with 
my own room-mate, and 1912 went up ten points in my estimation for having the insight 
and modesty to see what I should prefer. Nevertheless I was a bit surprised and upset. 
I would never have bothered about that new ribbon in my nightgown just for Christine! 
I undressed and donned my gorgeous and borrowed evening outfit, and still hanging on to 
Christine, sat down to wait for events. Nothing happened! Minutes passed, a half hour, 
an hour. Christine and I became exceedingly sleepy, but we rallied and kept awake, resolved 
to be faithful to our imagined tryst at whatever cost. 1912 should find us worthy at any rate. 
At twelve o’clock we decided to take tubs and emerged into the halls that were as quiet as a 
tomb. I tubbed with Christine, came back to our room, fondly kissed her goodnight and 
went to bed. 

I can’t finish this, for I’m overcome with emotion. You would be yourself if you had 
borrowed that boudoir cap and had the time 1 had wheedling it away from its owner, and 
then never seen your hostesses till nine the next morning. Then, with the fruits of an hour’s 
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labor in running ribbons, mending and borrowing, all packed safely away , I bumped into 
one of them. “How did you sleep?” she asked, and from the depths of my poor outraged 
heart I answered, “Just as well as if I had been at home! 



Helen H. Hinde. 
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C|)arm0 of a Cjjantteleer” 

“ A blue-bird can never 
Forget forever 

The charms of a chanticleer.” 

T he trouble with 1913 always was that it was impossible to insult them. They insulted 
me twice in their Class Book and now, with the best chance in the world to pay back 
old scores, I can conceive of no adequate form of revenge. They are given to receiving 
our worst reproaches as compliments. 

I remember that my first correct notions of 1913 were given me by Alice Ames. We 
had been watching LilUen “Coxing it down the pool,” when Alice turned to me pleasantly 
and said, “ Yes, she does it quite well. It’s too bad Henny made records last year that 
nobody can ever break.” 

“Can’t anybody ever break them?” I asked innocently. 

“Of course nobody can ever break them,” .Alice replied indignantly, “Henny made 
them!” 

And then when Li 11 did break tliem — first the record for once down the pool and back, 
which Alice said she won by doubling up in a queer way at the spouting end of the pool, 
and then the record for once down — I felt as if we had laid a ghost in the mythical personage 
of Eleanor Elmer. Yet even then 1913 didn’t seem particularly insulted; and how can you 
hope to insult a class which isn’t insulted even when its best ghost is ruthlessly destroyed? 

I remember a number of similar experiences. Why just this spring when 1913 made 
its first attempt at reuning, I said to Nat, “ Well, we didn’t think you would be singing all 
over the campus during the evenings of finals ! ” ^And instead of being insulted Nat only said 
very meekly that they had thought they sang quite inconspicuously. Now how otherwise 
did she think they ever sang? 

But I might say for 1914 that we are great at reducing 1913’s processes to a reductio 
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ad absurdum. 1913, at its last class meeting, instead of electing the conventional two 
permanent class officers, elected three. And now haven’t %ve of 1914 got six! How much 
cleverer of us! Have we at last insulted them, do you suppose? 



Mary L. Coolidge. 
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‘XI)in 30 00 <I5reen'' 

I SHOULD like to write a very nice article about 1915; they were the first class to be 
polite to us in college and they were polite to us for three years. Moreover they are 
presidents of things now after the bright pattern that our presidents have shown them 
— but 1 would not be condescending. 

Going back over the Road to Yesterday, I strive to remember what are the things I 
cannot forget about 1915. They seem to be entirely of an athletic tint; 1915 had heads, 
and brains, and beauty, but all these were dominated by their arms and legs. We had 
parties with them sometimes — I may more properly say we had parties for them — and 
they were always hockey parties at the tea-house, or water-polo parties in somebody’s 
room, or l)asket-ball picnics. 

1915 studied a great deal, 'i'ou could see them all with their heads stuck into their 
desks and their arras sticking out ostentatiously with dark-blue arm-bands on them. Beany 
Baker used to say she’d rather study out-doors in the springtime, and 1 could see her point 
— that silence and those dark-blue arm-bands, pieced out with a pin because tho.se muscles 
made their arms too big to fit. Sometimes they took their heads out of their desks and 
put them togetlier and made plans about how' they would “do it,” or discussed how they 
had “done it,” which was even worse. Then Coolie made me library proctor, especially 
to stop this sort of thing, and I brought a threatening silence down upon them all — ^all 
but Enid and Mary Goodhue. But I couldn’t prevent them from sticking out their 
elbows and arm -bands — that was not within my proctorial scope. 

But these w'ere not the important things about 1915; 1915’s real self wore hockey 
clothes and bathing suits, and its habitat was the hockey field and the pool. Its per- 
sonnel W'as Mary Morgan rolling in the dust and Harriet Bradford roaring on the side- 
lines about how green they were, and that they were 1915, lest by any chance w'e did not 
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know; and Marie Keller and M. G. Brownell making hideous the surging pool.* This 
was 1915 as w'e knew them, and they were terrible. For the statistics of what we did to 
them and what they did to us, see our athletic records at the back of this book. 

Katharine B. Shippen. 



*“I tbink tbat'i tiioe,'* said Ship eomplawiitly. ”1 thought o! it right away/* — EDllh^B. 
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iFond iTool iFlocft*' 

T his purports to be an essay on the Class of 1910, but I wish it distinctly understood 
from the outset that I did not choose the title.* Furthermore, I think it is insulting. 
Therefore, though I believe lam supposed to be writing a character study, I am going 
to change it into a “recitative” (accents marked according to Milton). 

" Poor Nineteen-sixteen on the go; 

Never a chance for weeds to grow. 

Under their toes that trip so light 
For Nineteen-fourteen mom and night. 

Never an hour of pedce, or quiet. 

Biases their days so full of ri6t. 

N6w they must fill May baskets trim, 

N6w they must decorate the gym. 

Give us a party, write a song. 

Sing to us, ch«r us loud and long. 

This just because Tradition ^ks. 

Of Sophomore Classes such like t^ks; 

So Nineteen-fourteen thanks them for 
Ways they have helped us &t Bryn Mawr. 

Biti — ^if we’d had another name, 

W6uld they have loved us just the same.* 

For the above effusion I can only apologize. It arises out of a question which occurred 
to me some time ago: If you let a Freshman class into college without telling it who were its 
Juniors, its best friend.s — which class would it pick out to love hardest? However, I blush 
for this piece of rank heresy. Let me only add that 1916 seems to me to have been remark- 
ably faithful, after the manner of the devoted family of Captain Reece, to a possibly painful 
duty, and on all occasions to have “attended there as they were bid.” So I move that a 
vote of thanks be given to the retiring Sophomore class. Ida Pritchett. 

•Quotatmii from Accompanying letter: **Herc is your bcasUy artlde* I hope you Bnd it more amudng than Lill did- Her only 
comment was that some of the words were spelled wmog, and you won't even appreciate that* I am afraid 
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“fetna a feona of JFrtalmien”* 

C OOLEY’S advice to me on starting this essay is, “ Write an awfully short one because 
you can say we know nothing about them,” Ship says, looking with a far-away 
expression back through misty ages to the days when 1917 sported as Freshmen 
at Bryn Mawr, “Tali and stately — that’s all they were — largeness of size — they never 
did much.” I myself have to confess to frank ignorance as to our youngest and gayest 
sister and therefore it is comforting to let you know that two of my august colleagues are 
equally vague on the sub]'ect. 

If it is true that to know tiiem was to love them, then it also holds that not to know 
them was to hate them. You couldn’t like them when they cluttered up the hall at times 
when you didn’t want to see anyone but your own friends and people you knew. They were 
always calling on and being invited to tea by other people, so that even if you never asked 
them into your own room you were always running into them in your friends’ rooms. 
Their conversation in the lea-pantry and while tubbing made you painfully aw»are of what 
you must have sounded like three years ago, and you squirm as you remember declaiming 
in a similar vein to your friends with Roz Mason in the next tub overhearing all. 

We kept our Freshmen down very well in West — we never had any of the sort of 
guerilla warfare that went on, according to report, at least, in Denbigh. They reverenced 
the great Delano and trembled before K. Sergeant, and they never wandered into any 
of our rooms even to borrow. The Freshman who lived ne.xt d<H)r, how'ever, I knew before 
she came to college, and from her 1 gathered numbers of interesting and secret sidelights 
on the memliers and workings of the class. Many of these I vowed never to reveal, and 
most of them 1 have forgotten, but it really doesn’t matter; there will be the same things 
said about the Freshmen of next year, and the next j-ear, and the next. My Freshman, 
however, despised the unassuming inhabitants of West sind played only with the Big 
Beauty Bunch of East so 1 gathered but little home news from her. Only once did our 

* The editors rcnliEr loo kle thiit justice— or perhaps mercy— could have been done t« this subject only by Mat], or K, I>odd. — Ko, 
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relations with 1917 West become directly personal, and that was on the glorious night of 
the Thousand Tooth Brushes. I need not tell the tale again — ^all have heard it — how the 
battle raged up and down the midnight halls, how we forced them inch by inch around 
the corner and into the bath-room passage, how Cary w'ith a fierce joy in her eye, her old 
gray bath robe flying wide, grappled like a lioness with Romaine Mcllvaine outside the 
door, how we ran the tubs full of cold water and pushed them in. It w'as our first and 
last encounter with them when we met them as cla.ss to class, though not a strictly social 
gathering. “ Hazing threatens our degrees” — that is the brief mention of it in the IVlinority 
Report, but in the liare words lies a deeper meaning than any know who were not there, 
or who did not hear the delightful little Self -gov, talk afterwards. 

Well, we all have to be Freshmen once, I suppose, but when I survey the prospect of 
what I think we were* and what I know they are, I thank Heaven that Freshmen year, at 
least, while it is a gay life is a short one. 



See pBse 19* 



Hklen Shaw. 
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iaadnor ant) iaeV)elrp 

(Edited with notes by Anon and Ibid.) 

“From far away w'e come to you, 

The snow on the street and the wind at the door, 

To tell of great tidings, strange and true. 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor!” 

’ '' I ■'IS yet two hours before dusk and busy feet clatter along the stone paved corridors 
J[ (painted floor). Out into the nipping cold go jolly lads (skirts over their bloomers) 
to fetch in the Yule log (borrowed for the evening from Miss Reed). Ruddy 
cheeked maids (the decorating committee) scatter in the nearby woods (Vaux prohibited — 
village preferred) to gather Christmas greens wherewith to decorate the raftered hall 
{i. e., chandeliers). Among the green and red of the holly the pale white berries of the 
mistletoe lie concealed, a snare set by the bashful lover (the Freshman) to catch the unwary 
maid (the Senior). 

Meantime in gay apparel a merrj' crowd assembles in the shadowy hall lit only by 
the glow from the blazing logs (coal only burned in halls of residences) and the flickering 
light from the sconces on the walls ("we have our own electric plant, the gift of Mr. 
Rockefeller”). There are the lord and lady of the feast in their glittering silks 
and sparkling jewels w’hieh reflect on their every facet the leaping flames on hearth and 
wall. Further down the hall, a ru.stie clad in green jerkin and cape and high-toppetl boots, 
giggles bashfully with a simpering countrj’ lassie in flowered chintz, (cf. Property Room, 
Denbigh, fourth floor.) 

A sound of distant voices hushes the gay murmur which fills the hall; 

" From far away we come to you,” 

and the yokels singing, drag the Yule log over the rush strewn floor (suspended on ropes 
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to save the new first floor carpet). As they approach, the great doors into the feasting 
hall are flung wide and all the gay company flock to the groaning tables. There is a smell 
of roasted meat as the cook proudly bears in the boards head (made of a waste-paper basket 
and brown cambric). 

“The boar’s head in hand bear I. 

Bedecked wiUi bays and rosemary. 

And I pray you, my masters, be merry. 

Quot estis in convivio. 

Caput apri defero. 

Reddens laudes Domino.” 

Toasts are drunk from foaming bumpers of country ale (lemonade); songs and revelry 
wear out the night. (Quiet hours begin at 10.30.) 

Thus, in the good old days (1910-1914), did Radnor bring in Christmas, with 
Momus’s high feast. 



Janet and Mildred Baird. 
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jetton anD £@tgration 

T here are certain men, descendants of Cain and Ishmad, whose fate it is to wander 
always upon the face of the earth seeking for they know not what. In Freshman year 
there were quite a few of these wanderers in Merion, and for one whole year we played 
and sang and danced and never thought of studying or examinations. And we made up songs 
and sang with all our might: 

“Oh, Merion’s the hall for me, for me; 

Oh, Merion’s the hall for me.” 

But the instinct of the race is stronger than the individual, and at the end of the year the 
Warider Lust drove the fated forth on their wanderings. One went to find a soulmate in 
Pem. East. One went because her mother said that college was for study and so she could 
not live in Merion. Another went l>ecause Pern. West was more intellectual — Merion’s 
favorite reading being the Ladies* Home Journal and Robert W. Chambers’ latest **RiUer** 
We mourned their lo.ss, but w'elconied a quieter atmosphere. 

Another year slipped by and again the eager ((uestion of Merion — or migration — 
stirred the air. Most of us chose Merion, but .some, the last remaining of the wandering 
tribes, said farewell and went to seek those who had gone before. We who sat behind would 
often wonder liow those far travelers fared, and sometimes rumors of their lives would reach 
us. Strange rumors they w'ere, often, of one who had gone out idle and was washing dishes 
in Pern. West, of tea-house bills and of birthday suppers at Mrs. Miller’s. And sometimes 
we doubted, and tliouglit perhaps the wanderers had chosen best. Perhaps they were the 
ones who had caught tlic vision, while we sat still in Haran. But we noted that on hall-tea 
<lays they would all return to drink our chocolate and eat the sandwiches that could be found 
only in Merion. Tlien they would linger long and go home sad. And when we’d gather 
arotind a glowing fire, with apples and marshmallows ready to toast, and tell heart secrets 
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until late into the night, then we would pity those whom fate had driven forth from Merion. 
And under our breath — ^so the proctor wouldn’t catch us — ^w'e would hum, 

“Oh, Merion’s the hall for me, for me; 

Oh, Merion’s the hall for me.” 

Poor exiles! Haran is a most comfortable place. 

, Mabj and Cris, 

PerJ. N.* 

more natural! — E ditoes, 
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Domestic iDttibig^ 

I ONCE asked the Denbigh Freshmen whether they were feminine or feministic. 
“Feminine!” they cried, as if with one voice. Much surprised at such a reply in the 
face of Friday chapel-talks, I wondered what college institution could be responsible 
for their attitude. Surely the atmosphere of Denbigh was not peculiarly favorable to 
res feminae. 

Just at that moment a faint, vaguely familiar hum of machinery rising o\^er a hubbub 
of voices caught my ear. It came from a Senior suite, and I paused at the door, astonished 
at the sight which met my eyes. Yards and yards of bright orange stuff covered the 
windo\v-seat, tissue-paper patterns and lavender muslin lay on one desk, and on the other 
wonder of wonders, sat a sewing-machine. As for the rest of the room, I got only a vague 
impression of threads on the floor and many Seniors sewing. Then I knew why the 
Freshmen bad said; “Feminine”; it was simply because they lived in Domestic Denbigh. 

In fact, one of the greatest achievements of 1914 Denbigh w’as our system of 
co-operative housekeeping. We kept all our cups and saucers and pots and pans in 
Fhigenia’s bedroom in two wash-stands and a big black china cupboard. Solemnly we 
conse<Tatcd them to the common use. All too common use, as it proved, for all the other 
classes, and even the graduates, came to know' of our storehouse and got the habit of 
coming there for bread-knives and fudge-pans. At first we were in despair over this state 
of things and meditated desperate measures. Then one day we discovered that far from 
decreasing, our store w'as growing larger day by day. Every ownerless thing in the hall 
came back to us, because if we did not know it to be ours it always might be. “To him 
that hath shall be given.” Daily w'e grew richer. 

We w'orked out a scheme by w'hich each of us supplied one article of food to be always 
on hand for everyone. Mine were lemons and I began by stowung away a goodly dozen. 

But from our wealth came confusion and disorder: w'indow’-seat and chairs in Eugenia’s 
bedroom were piled high, the table was a mountain, the floor a jungle, in the daytime the 
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bed was hidden from sight. Evidently soniething must be done. One long grim Sunday 
we cleaned house. The results were good; the details I have been ordered to forget. 
Only one sad spectacle shall I mention here: a dozen lemons dried up in a row. 

From that time on our housekeeping was neat and orderly, and I have no doubt was 
influential in giving a domestic tone to Denbigh, Its influence, perhaps, has not died 
with us. For as I left the other day, the last sight I saw was Eugenia standing before the 
still well-filled shelves and I heard her say with unconscious humor: 

“Well, now everyone has taken her own things, I suppose we may as well lea%"e the 
rest for 



Dorothea Bechtel* 
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%t)t (leasing of tlie SHtet JFloor €aet 

Morality Play in Two Scenes. 

^ Scene I. Spacious ^ well’ligkted corridor belweeti rows of white enafml slot doors^ marble 
bamns at etid^ above which hangs French glass. Framed print hatigs near mirror with the 
words 1914 knows that ladies willt and requests that others skallj scrub out the tubs and hang up 
the mais,^^ 

(Enter two Freshmen lightly clad in web-like nigkt-gowns a 7 id silk 

First Freshman (removing Icimono ), — Sister will take all my beaux this winter^ Fll 
bet. Honestly, doesn’t it make you tired, this cloistered life. 

Second Freshman* — How can anyone bear four years as a skulking idiot; it’s more 
than 1 can guess, I am so used to getting off walks for upperclassmen that I stepped down 
yesterday for two dogs and a grocery boy! 

(Enter inipressive-looking Senior^ wooUly appareled^ loko gazes in horror at gauzily clad 
FreshmeUy who smile unconseioitsly back. Senior enters one of slat doors^ abmm which her 
wooly wrapper eventually appears, Constmined silence on part of Freshmen. Enter second 
Senior fidly dressed.) 

Second Senior (recognizing wooly wrapper ). — ^Anassa Kale, I see you are tubbing. 

First Senior. — Have those immoral, indecent, and naive Freshmen left? 

(Freshmen .seize kimonos and rush out sobbing.) 

Second Senior.^ — Leila, how could you? 

Scene II. Same as Scene L 

(Enter .same Freshmen, one clad in heavy bathrobe, goloshes, night-cap. and gloves: the 
other wearing a rain-coat buttoned about chin, boudoir cap, high rubbir boots. They wash only 
exposed parts. 

First Freshman,— But our Juiiiors say that the Seniors really diduT mean to be 
insulting; 1911 are fine women* 
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Second Frebhman. — “Immoral and indecent” I could have borne — but “naive!” Now 
you know that that is too much! 

First Freshman. — ^Wish they would come in now and see us. Guess we are decent 
enough now. “Dirty but decent” shall be my motto! 

(Enter mtolily wrapped Senior, and mtehett sight of Freshmen. Sudden choking causes 
her hasty wiihdratcing.) 

Freshmen Together.— She didn’t even look approving! 

Curtain. 



Madeleine Fleisher. 
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3n t!)e ^tjnne and €>ut 

T o 1914 M*/io do not live in Pern. West (unfortunate creatures) “The Inner Shrine*’ 
may connote nothing, and it is for their benefii that toe take up our pens to disclose 
the workings of that austere group. 

From the Inside lAfoking Out. 

In the first place, be it known that the members of the so-called Inner Shrine had 
nothing whatever to do with the naming of the organization, nor did they segregate 
themselves from the rest of mankind by any title whatsoever. 

From the Outside Lfxtking In. 

Indeed there was no need of manufacturing a title. To outsiders Fern. West may 
have seemed a happy family. Fourteen heart.s beating in harmony and that was true, 
but — only six there were that beat as one. Those six did not need to proclaim theni- 
seK'es! Inner Shrine was writ upon each face, and more especially on each laundry trunk. 
From the Irmde Looking Out. 

It is very true, niy dear friends, that laundry trunks did come, that within there was 
enougln or rather nearly enough, food for six f,*iirly hungrj' girls but no more. But, alas, 
be it said that tlie six slow, sombre shriners — the so-called sbriners who inliabited certain 
homes in Pembroke West — ^were not really vital to the happiness of the rest of 1914, and 
were therefore forced into their supposedly select circle. 

From the Outside lAmking In. 

One hates to tell one’s neighbor that she is a di.sciple of Ananias, but this article 
must descend to posterity and therefore truth will out. Had the rest of Pern. West wished 
to shun the .shrine from personal aversion they must surely from politic reasons have 
sought to ingratiate themselves, for frequent laundrit>s have undying charm! They sought 
— but in vain! Food for six admits no seventh! 

But to come to the point, what i.s the Inner Skrine? To give a concise definition is 
impo.ssible. Inner Shrincncss is only in the air. Thus one sniffs a quiet commotion in 
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the pantry. On making a frantic rush for the dining room at six forty-five, and upon 
inadvertently seeing a member in degage costume one shouts from the kindness of one s 
heart: 

“You’ve only a quarter of a minute.” 

Then it is one sees by a far-away look in the member s eye that one has made a 
mistake. The member has many minutes. ’I'he table appears surprisingly empty anrl 
East blatantly inquires: 

“Did all West miss out?” 

“All West that is coming is here,” one replies with dignity, and changes the subject. 
From the Inside looking Out. 

That’s all vei-y well, but How did thi.s state of affairs come about? That is the 

grave and serious question. Freshman year there wa.s no Inner Shrine! There wrere, 
however, sis shy, una.ssuming girls who could find shelter in one another. Wlien uninvited 
by the rest of the world they made the Ije.st of an unpleasant situation ami found comfort 
among themselves and consolation in their laundries. .As wa.s <|uite natural hearts’ 

secrets were poured out and the bond grtnv firmer and the knot became tighter and then 

From the OuUide Looking In. 

Rumor has it that the society may be found sitting well into the night discus.sing why 
all the affairs of the nation are wrong. Fama est also that a little gentle criticism may 
be obtained from every member of the party upon every other member of the party’s clothes, 
faults or general conduct. Of this I know nothing, Init sometimes I lie awake in my bed 
trembling lest my name be mentioned in that dread conference. Now, however, all is 
changed! The real nature, the sunny nature, of the lovely-limbed member of the society 
has shown itself. At last we are all at peace. 

From the I nside Looking Out. 

It is very true that all things are discussed. Nothing e.scapes untouclied! Hut as 
we in this year, 1914, look back upon our three years liere, we see that the world hiis 
become really better, under the keen criticism of the Imuo- Shrine and its intellectual vestals. 
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Yes, the world is belter and no longer have the shriners any duty to perform, 1914 has 
become perfect and all — Pembroke West at least — are eligible to the rights, privileges 
and dignities of the Inner Shrine. 

From the Outside Looking In. 

Humbly, we thank your majesties. 

From the Inside Looking Out, 

Mary Edwina Warren. 
From the Outside Looking In, 

Marion Camp. 
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iaocft anil iaigl)teousne00 

T here arc many tilings wliich arc peculiar la Rock; for Inslaiicc, llie triangle which 
Tlionias beats assiduously at C.45 each morning, running water in the rooms (water 
running all over the rooms during the winter) and omelettes on rcfjucst for Iireaktast, 
but Righteousness, as a unique and distinguishing characteristic, there is not. To be sure, 
we hav’e our Pritch and Fritz, but Merion has its “little Christian Jo.” 

Each day as we ran the gauntlet of Pern. West windows under the running fire of 
criticism and insult, in righteous indignation we disclaimed any trace of righteousness 
in our character. In fact, to hear our scintillating repartee punctuated by olive pits one 
might think we were well on the downward path instead of on our way to class>meeting. 
Yet the reputation for righteousness ungrounded as it was, still clung to us. By Senior 
year, delegates from various halls were sent to investigate the conditions in Rockefeller, 
social not academic, on which they were to report each morning. No matter what affairs 
were being discussed on the platform, our affairs were being discussed publiclj* on the floor. 
Jean, Marge, K. Dodd. Marion and Edwina one at a time, took a cursorj’ view of the 
situation and found none of the serious conditions which rumor had led them to expect. 
Libby, self-appointed chairman of the investigating committee, always questioned the 
delegate of the day as soon as she entered chapel, “How do you like living in Rock.*” 
This leading question which Lib stoutly maintained could not be heard though the 
cliapel reverberated with the words, was invariably answered in tones equally audible: 
“Not bad, they’ll talk to you in the evening, they don’t get up awfully early, and 
they have omelettes for breakfast.” 

It should be noticed that this report corroborated by all the delegates, makes no 
mention of righteousness; in fact, we are rather damned with faint praise. There was, 
however, one phase of our life which may be characterized by righteousness. It has been 
said that righteous man regardeth the life of his beast;” in our attitude toward 
animals, I feel we have a true claim to righteousness. In other halls people spent hours 
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cooking rich meals for themselves; Ethel on the third floor of Dalton spent hours preparing 
broth for her paroemieium and when life vras extinct in her little embryo pig she cut him 
up for microscope slides which arc her most cherished possessions. Bennie had a little 
gray kitten which she encouraged to visit her. It had an “adorable*’ trick of leaping 
playfully on her bed at 4.30 A. M. Through the Rockefeller maze by trial and error 
method it sought her room. “Adorable!” This year we were blessed with Schatz Either 
Orr. Schatz had a playful habit of nipping people. He nipped the valiant watchman who 
boldly charged on him with his gun and then charged Helvetia for damages; he nipped 
the timid Hannah when she swept him out from under the bed. At length he was banished 
from the campus to save kis life and we secretly grieved for our treasure, but when news 
of his death reached the college, those “who loved him” were invited to publicly mourn in 
verse and song at a pseudo-funeral. His friends increased in number as word that ice 
cream was to be served to the faithful spread over the campus. The day of the funeral 
arrives, and the whole campus after the inspiring example set by Rock, becomes righteous 
and regardeth the life of its beasts. Centipedes and mice have always interested us in 
the halls of residence, but now the campus pets, Hellehund and kittens, too, are commemo- 
rated in verse and song. 



Elizabeth Lohu. 
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epilogue 

N ow the story’s over. 

And now the story’s done, 

But ere falls shut the cover 
Declare it every one: 

That ’twas a tale so blended, 

Of Fallas so befriended 
Would it nee<i not be ended 
Before the set of sun! 

But who would linger idle 
Ere yet the sun is high? 

And who would loose the bridle 
Before his inn be nigh? ^ 

Up then, we must not tarry 
The world’s to fetch and carry 
He spreads swift wings, aye, marry. 
Who with old Time doth fly. 

And when, with eyes grown dimmer, 
We sit within the door 
By one lone candle’s glimmer 
Perusing tales of yore — 

W’ith laughter still availing 
And wonder unbewailing, 

Till fire and candle’s failing, 

WVU read the story o’er. 



W’iNIFRED GoODALL. 
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Cla00 :^0Ore00e0 



Allen, Eleanor Bradford * . , , Bomla, California 

Allinron, Edward Page (Mrs.)- See SLipley* 

Allport, Caroune Elizabeth 40 Bellevnie Place, Chicago, Illinois 

Arthurs, Martha Montgomery 7 East Preston Street, Baltimore, Maryland 

Atherton, Elizabeth Grier 36 West River Street, Wilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania 

Ayer. Elizabeth 518 Beiux>n Street, Boston, Massachusetts 

Baird. Janet * Sharon Hill, Pennsylvania 

Baird, Mildred Sharon Hill, Pennsylvania 

Baker. Eugenia Griffin 607 Madison Avenue, New York City 

Baldkrton, Elizabeth Grecian 208 Grayling Avenue, Narl>erth. Pennsylvania 

Baldwin, Elizabeth Ford ....... Care of Harris, Forbes S: Co., 56 William Street, New York City 

Barrtow, Jean Merrill . . . . Ill AVest Washington Lane, Germantown. Pennsylvania 

BatchIiXor, Jean Muriel 7442 Devon Street, Mount Airy, Philadelphia 

Bechtel, Dorothea Carpenter, Delaware 

BENEDitrr, li^ABEL HopKiNs 800 Riv erside Drive, New York City 

Bering, Mary Ir.\bel , 457 West William Street, Decatur, Illinois 

Bixler, Rena Catherine 236 McKee Place, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 

Blanchard, Margaret Terry 190 Riverside Drive, New York City 

Boardman, Wynanda Koechlin 6 Washington Place, Troy, New York 

Bolton -S.M iTH, Ixjuise . . , * 761 W^ashington Avenue, Memphis, Tennessee 

Boyd, Jessie 64 West Seventy-seventh Street, New York City 

Braley, Elizabeth Concord, Massachusetts 

Brandon, Robe 314 North McKean Street, Butler, Pennsylvania 

Brookr, Helen Bennett 1427 North Delaware Street, Indianapolis, Indiana 

Brooks, llEtrEN Jane 1007 North LaviTence Avenue, Wichita, Kansas 

Brow^n, Christine 717 South Fourth Street, Springfield, Illinois 

Brownback, Emily Yocum Brjm Mawr, Pennsylvania 

Bryant, Elizabeth Sohier Cohasset, Massachusetts 

Buchanan, Mary Crow 473 West State Street, Trenton, New Jersey 

Buracker, Flora K.\thleen 2800 Calvert Street, Baltimore, Maryland 

Cabot, FRANCFJi Anne (Mrs. Maurice Osborne) . . . 400 Mt. Auburn Street, Cambridge, Massachusetts 



in ^ 
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aDDcejBtses Continueo 



Cadbury, Lhah Tafper .... 

Camp, Marion Merrill . , . 
Capel, Frank IVIarcella . , , 
Carey, Helen JIJiaser . . , , 
Chapin, Helen Burwell , , . 
Childs, Marjorie ...... 

Colt, Elizabeth Fitzhugh. . . 
CooLiDGE, Mary Lowell . , , 
Cox, Dorothy Hannah , , , . 

Cox, Llllien Adele 

Creighton, Catherine . . , . 

Davis, Jean Scobie 

Davis, IVIary Everett .... 

Delano, Laura . 

Dodd, Kathabine 

Dunham, Ethel Collins . , , 
Eliot, Martha May ..... 
Evans, Marion Annette . , . 
Fine, Suzanne Breeze Pack.\rd 
Fleisher, Madeleine Wolf . . 
Fleming, Harriett Edna , . . 
Forster, Sophie Katharine , 
Gale, Eleanore Edwards . . 
Gardner, Mabel ....... 

Godfrey, Dorothy 

Goooall, Winifred 

Haenssler, Mildred ..... 

Haines, Mary Troth 

Hellings, Eleanor Louise . . 
Hinde, Helen Harper .... 
Hobson, Martha Barbour . . 



Ilaverford, l-onnsylvanui 

^77 Prospect /Vvemie, Milwaukee, WimuLsiii 
Homewood and Thomas Av^enues. Fittsburgli, PencsylvaiiiH 
. . Care of MarLiii Carey, ^6 Broadway, New York City 

. Lt^noir Avenue, Wayne, Pennsylvania 

, . . . . 1040 De Kalli Street, Norristown, PennsyU ania 

. . . .Care of ,L W, Colt, 11 Pine Street, New York City 

Concord, MassaehiisetlH 

‘*The Roost," Terre 1 1 mite, Indiana 

, . . . - ,40 Wall Street, New York Cily 

, . . Care of Mrs. Thomas S. Creighton, E\uiHiitoii, Illinois 

. 58 Mercer Street, Princeton, New Jersey 

Cynwyd, Penns 3 dvanta 

. , 510 Wellington Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 

... I l^^l Boy Iston Street, Chestnut Hill, MassachuselU 
....... 1080 Asylum Avenue, Hartford, Connecticut 

West Cedar Street, Boston, Massachusetts 
, , , 117 West River Street, Wilkc'i-Barre, Pennsylvania 

Princeton, New Jersey 

.Oakshade, Elkins Park, Pennsylvania 

. . 1748 North Park Avenue, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 

^631 Fillmore Street, Brideshurg, Pennsylvania 

• • * , . 14 Sagamore Roati, H'orchester, I^IassachiisetLs 
, , * , . 54 Stimson Avenue, Providence, Rhode Island 

“The Wesley,” Fitchburg* Massachusetts 

, . £005 Vernon Place, Mount Auburn, C'indmiati, Ohio 

105^ Jefferson Street, St. ('harles, Missouri 

- ^ * * * * . Moorcstown, New Jersey' . 

Devon, Pennsylvania 
‘ ■ * • * ‘ . 15i4 .Vstor Street, Chicago, Illinois 

' * . 1 Chalmers Place, Chicago, Illinois 
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Class aODcesses— ConHna(& 



Hoffman, Kubzon (Mrs.)* See Lee. 

Hughes, Mary Dorothy ***..**.*, 
Huntington, Katharine 

Jackson, Eugenu Louise * 

Jones, Gwuadys Webster 

Kioder, Herrick Faber (Mrs.). See Tyson. 

King, Rachel Estelle Albright , . . . . 

Kirk, Helen Reed 

Langeluer, Alice Florence 

Lee, Ethel Mc1.»ane (Mrs. Kurzon Hoffman). 

Lord, EiJz.\fiETH Evans .......... 

MacElree, Margaret 

Miliar, Alice (’hapman 

Newton, Caroline Edelheim 

■“Niles, Josephine ............. 

Oppenheimer, Ella ............ 

Paddock, Irene Angell . 

Page, Anne 

Patten, Agnes (Mrs. Laurence Russet! Wilder) 

Porter, Elisl\betii Lane 

Porter, Helen JjOuise Kniceerbacker . . 
Preston, Catharine Anita ........ 

Pritchett, Ida Williams 

Reynolds, Elizabeth Kempley 

Richmond, Margaret ........... 

Rockwell, Cleos Lepha ......... 

Schmidt, Mary Richardson 

- Sears, Margaret ............. 

Sergeant, Katharine .......... 

Shaw, Evelyn Wells 

Shaw, Hei.en Hastings 



....... 406 Hay Street, Wilkinsburg, Pcnn^dvania 

........ H Stockton Street, Princeton, New Jersey 

....... 1301 Market Street, Wilmington, Delaware 

...... S3 Embory Avenue, Ocean Grove, New Jersey 

. , . 19 Highffeld Road, Edgbarton, Binningtiam, England 
. , , . 13 West Upsai Street, Germantown, Pennsylvania 

Watseka, Illinois 

Care of Mr, McLane, 903 Cathedral Street, Baltimore, Md. 

, 24 North Street, Plymouth, Massachusetts 

, . . . 609 South High Street, West Chester, Pennsylvania 
........ 310 Juneau Avenue, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 

. , . Daylesford, Berwyn P. O., Pennsylvania 

. . 2010 Edgewootl Street, Walbrook, Baltimore, Maryland 

. . . 1316 Belraont Street, Washington, D, C. 

............... Bryn Mawr, Pennsjdvania 

...... .5 Veradale Street, Brookline, Massachusetts 

1217 Hinman Avenue, Evanston, Illinois 

...... 207 West Wayne Street, Fort Wayne, Indiana 

163 Gates Avenue, Montclair, New Jersey 

....... 210 Cricket Avenue, Ardmore, Pennsylvania 

. 22 East Ninety-first Street, New York City 

. , Holbrook, Long Island 

College Hill, Schenectady, New York 

. . , , Kenilworth, Illinois 

...... .900 South George Street, York, Pennsylvania 

, Prospect Street, Framingham, Massachusetts 

4 Hawthorn Road, Brookline, Massachusetts 

1130 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago, Illinois 
..... 77 Englewood Avenue, Brookline, Massachusetts 



10* 



THE BOOK OF THE CLASS OF NINETEEN'-FOURTEEN 



Clajeis aODtesses Continued 



Shaffeb, Wilhelmina . 3707 Walnut Street. Philadelphia. Fennsylv'ania 

Sheldon. Harriet Sheldon 89 Lexington Avenue, Colimihus, Ohio 

Shipley, Mary Mallet-Prevost (Mls. Edward Page .^Hinson), Town’s End. West Chester, Pennsylvania 

Shippen, Katharine Binney 1217 Bloomfield Street, Hoboken, New Jersey 

Skbrrett, Dorothy Wentworth 8940 Spruce Street, Philadelphia 

Smith, IVL^ry Christine 1108 Spruce Street, Philadelphia 

Southard, Marjorie Wright 119 St. Mark’s Place. New Brighton, New York 

Stix, Helen ,5123 Waterman Avenue, St. Louis, Missouri 

Swan, Elizabotii . , 1654 West Beach, Biloxi, Mississippi 

Tappan, Julia Buchanan . 1419 Bolton Street, Baltimore, Maryland 

Taylor, Irene 4105 Walnut Street. Phihulelphia 

Thompson, Lucile . .5919 Webster Terrace, West Philadelphia 

Tinges, Anita 233 West Lafayette Avenue, Baltimore, Maiydand 

Tyson, Evelyn Baylt (Mrs. Herrick Faber Kidder) Milan Block, Wimiipeg, Manitoba 

Van Dyke, Nancy Dunkak . 118 Prospect Avenue, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 

Wallerstein, Ruth Coons 253 West Hortter Street, Germantown, Pennsylvania 

Ward, Miriam Elsie 417 Narberth Avenue, Narbcrth, l^ennsylvania 

Warren, Mary Edwika 41 Middlesex Road, Chestnut Hill, Massachusett.s 

W A8HBUHN, Ele.anor pHiLUP8 9 East Cache la Poudre Street, Colorado Springs, Colorado 

W^ELLS, Eleanor h 6118 Baynton Street, Germantown. Philadelphia 

Westling, Catharine Lillie 15 W^est L^psal Street, Germantoivn, Pennsylvania 

W mTON, Dorothy Vivian Weston’s Mills, New York 

W^HITE, Anne-Lindsay ................... 323 Hamilton Street, Evanston, Illinois 

W'ilder, Laurence Russell (Mrs.). See Patten. 

Williams, Margaret Sanderson 29 Clev^eland Lane, Princeton, New Jersey 

WooDiN, Mary Louise , , . * 127 East Sixty-ninth Street, New York City 
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John Haag 



□ 
□ 
□ 
□ 
□ 
n 
□ 
□ 
o 
o 
□ 
c 

L 



Co. 



L. 

l: 

□ 

□ 

□ 

D 

O 

□ 

n 

□ 

o 

□ 

a 

n 

o, 

□ 

u 

□ 

a 

□ 

c 

□ 

□ 

u 

□ 

□ 

n 

□ 

u 

□ 



Butter 
Eggs and 
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Fairview Butter 



READING TERMINAL 
MARKET 



B O T It 



onoooaaonno 

D 
□ 
□ 
□ 
o 
o 
o 
□ 
o 
□ 
D 

a 
o 
□ 
o 
□ 
D 
□ 
□ 
□ 
D 
O 

s 

p 

n 
□ 
o 
□ 
□ 
□ 
o 
□ 
□ 
□ 
D 
□ 
D 
□ 
□ 
□ 
a 
n 
G 
□ 
D 
n 
a 
□ 



DGPunoonoooo aoncaaaGOGDG 

PHILADELPHIA, PA. 



TRN.KA cV KOLAR 

IGahirs’ (Tailnrs 

an& — 

i|abit fRakfra 

‘214 S. l*2th Street, Philadelphia 

Bell Phone. Walnut eUOfl 



Herbert Spencer & Co. 

fp omen's and Misses* 

Outergarments 
and Furs 

1322 CHESTNUT STREET 

I»HIL.\DELPmA 

Bell Phone NEW YORK 




PHlLADELraiA NEW YORK 



IMPORTERS 



MODEL 
SHOP 

IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC 

Gowns and Wraps 

AT REASONABLE PRICES 



107-109 S. 13 th Street bdow Chcaliiu* 



PHILADELPHIA 



H. a REESE 

Dealer In the 
Finest Quality of 

Beef, Veal, Mutton 

Lamb and Smoked Meats 



1203 Filbert Street 

PHILADELPHIA 



Bell Phone 
Piltert 29-49. 29-50 



Kejf'stoae Phone 
Race 58-55. 3S-5* 



Fksn», Btjrn M«wr 570 Ptioac, BrjrA Mivr 570 

The Bryn Mawr Flower Store 

ALFRED H. PIKE. Proprietor 

Roriit At Windsor Cottle) 

Cut Flowers and Plants Fresh Daily 

Floral Baskets and Corsages 
a Sp ecialty 

Graduation Flowers 

LONG DISTANCE ORDERS TAKEN CARE OF 

A (rial sahditd 

Phone, Brjfn M*wf 578 Phone. Bryn Mowr 570 



GEORGE ALLEN, im. 

1 21 4— C H ESTX UT STlt EET- ■ 1 2U 

The newtfst models iu 

Trimmed Hats 
Ribbons 

for Underwear, Girdles, Sashes, etc. 

Direct I mi JO r ter of 

Neckwear and Laces 

HOSIERY* LINGERIE, NOTIONS. Etc. 

Mail orders promptly Wc ask your pat- 

attendef.1 to rottage 



Henry B. Wallace 

Ca^et:er anl» 

Confectioner 

BRYN MAWR. PA. 



HOSKINS’ 

Business Stationery 

940-906 Chestnut Street 

PHILADELPHIA 



PROGRAMS 
BILL HEADS 



TICKE'rS 
letter heads 



announcements 
booklets. Etc. 



John j. McDevitt 



PRINTING 



915 LANCASTER AVE.. BRYN MAWR. PA. 

(Next to Public SehooU 



JOHN S. TROWER 

INCDRiAJRATED 



Caterer and Confectioner 



5 706 MAIN STREET 

GERMANTOWN. PHILADELPHIA 

Bell aniil Keystone Telephone* 



ORDER YOUR GOWNS FROM 

iirJfa&Jirtt 

130 South Fifteenth Street 

Philadelphia 

Who will give you a distinctively 
original gown. NO DUPLICATE'S. 
Estimates given. Special prices on 
Trousseaus and to Debutantes i::::: 



BONWIT, TELLER & CO. 

Chestnut and Thirteenth Sts. 
Philadelphia 



Apparel of Distinction and Individuality for 
the College Miss at Rea- 
sonable Prices 



The Agnes Irwin School 



2011 De Lancey Place Philadelphia 



The Misses Kirk’s School 

Bryn Mnwr A venues Bryn M&wr» Pa. 

Offers unique opportunities for individual work in all college 
preparatory subjects, combined with the advaiita^s of sehixil 
life. Prepares especially for Bryn Mawr College. Twelve 
boarders. Faculty of eight teachers. Outd«x>r g>Tnnaslics. 



The Misses Shipley’s School 



rfT PrcfKiratory to 
lege Special 



BryTi Mawr Col- 
educati(jnal ami 



sockil opportunities of situation oppo- 
posite Bryn Mawr College. College 
Preparatory and Acatk^mie Courses 
SpedalLsts in all departments. Resi- 
deni Athletics Director, NTnv Gym- 
nasium an<l ec|uipmeni — 



I'or circular atklress 

THE SECRETARY, BRYN MAWR, PA. 



Miss Beard’s School for Girls 

A COUNTRY SCHOOL. 1,1 mile,s from New 
York City. College pfeparnttjry and special 
courses. Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Science. 
Supervised tihysical w*ork in gymnasium and field. 

ilhtsiraifd cataiaf^ue nn Ffquest 

Addri-?s M!SS LUCIE C, BEARD, Orungc;, New Jer.^sey 



Miss Wright's School 

for Girls BRYN MAWR, PA. 

PREPARES FOR BRYN MAWR WITH CERTIFI- 
C.^TE PRIVILEGES FOR OTHER COLLEGES 




Clarence L. Harper Alben E* Turner 

HARPER & TURNER 

Investment Bankers 

Members Philadelphia Suick Exchange 

STOCK EXCHANGE BUILDING 

PHILADELPHIA 

Lists of high grade investnieni securities submitted 
on request 




Established 1&85 

FRANK W. PRICKITT, Ph.G. 



APOTHECARY 



Prescriptions Accurately t ompounded at AQ Hours 



Tdejjhonea 

No. |fi MttWT 
No. 166 Bryn Mawr 



'i'wo 



Stores 



BRYN MAWR 
ROSEMONT 



** Careful Handling and Quality'' 

The Wilson Laundry 

Makes a specialty of laun- 
dering ladies' fine lingene 



Also Dry Cleaning BRYN MAWR^ PA. 



Insurance 

Fire or Burjjiary Insurance 

on sUident*?' personal effects while at college or 
elccivhere* 

Tourists’ Fluatin}! Insurance 

on personal effects for all risks in transit, hotels, 
etc., lioth in this country anti abroatl. 

Automobile Insurance 

covering damage to car, and liahiUty for dam- 
age to other property, or for mjrmcs to pers-ons. 

LONGACRE & EWING 

BuIlUt Building, Philadelphia 



Van Horn & Son 

I^iatnrir ititli (HlaBBir 

OlaBtuming 

10 SOUTH TENTH STREET, PHIUDELPHIA. PA. 



The Reference Diary 

Fourth Edition. 1912- im 

Entmct From fmc uf rtiAny rpc«Lwi1 cm the publicatkati of 

the fourth edition: 

"Pleajc send me h eopy of ihe new edtuon of your fifteen- 
year diary, I consUieT thr one just comfileted my most viiluod 
possession ” 

For Hrcular acidre^ * . 

GHKSTER HUNTINGTON, Publisher 

Princeton. New Jersey 



ALL THE DELICIOUS BEVERAGES FOR 
WHICH 




SODA COUNTER 

IS FAMED, ARE NOW SERVED IN THE 

Colonial Tea Room 



The appointments are unique 



A. POMERANTZ & CO. 

STATIONERY PRINTING 

OFFICE FURNITURE 

34 and 36 South Fifteenth Street 
Philadelphia 



JOSEPH SPATOLA 

BRYN* MAWR AND 
JEFFER80N COLLEGES 

Anatomical Shoemaker 

256 South Tenth Street 

Philadelphia, Pa. 



JOHN J. CONNELLY 



F lorist 



CUT FLOWERS 
DECORATIVE PLANTS 

1226 LANCASTER AV ENUE 

Br>nM»w25.nv ROSEMONT, PA. 



DENNEY & DENNEY 

Hairdressing and Manicuring 

Philadelphia’s Most Exclusive Shop 

Walnut and Fifteenth Streets 



H. W. WHITACRE 

Drugs, Toilet Articles 
Sick Room Requisites 

930 Lancaster Ave., Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

1’hon« C>nnn^CTlon 



For Thirty Years 

We have made a specialty of furnishing 

HIGH-GRADE 
COLLEGE 
PRINTING 

to the various educational institutions 
of the country in the form of Class 
Records, Catalogs. Programs. Circu- 
lars. Etc. 



Our facilities for printing and binding 
are unsurpassed, and we solicit your 
patronage. 

THE JOHN C. WINSTON CON4PANY 

1006-1016 ARCH STREET PHILADELPHIA 




THE PROVIDENT LIFE 
AND TRUST COMPANY 
OF PHILADELPHIA, PA. 



Insures Lives 

Acts as Executor, etc. 

Accounts Solicited 

Deposits by Mail 

Monthly Statements by Mail 

Travelers' Cheques 



* Write for Leaflet 



Fourth and Chestnut Sts. 



E. W. CLARK & CO. 

BANKERS 

ESTABUSHED 1037 
Mptnber^ New Y«rk and thiliidelpbia Stock 

321 CHESTNUT STREET 

PHILADELPHIA 



Jayne*s Expectorant 



HIS Valuable Remedy for 
Cou{^hs and Golds has been 
sold g^cnerally throug^howt the 
world for nearly one hyndred 
years* It is believed that no 
similar remedy has been used so widely nor 
for so long a period, and that none has given 
more universal satisfaction* 

It can be purcheasd at any druggist's, cither 
in Liquid or Tablet form* 




0^ tke- 





1426 'VoiiutC ^toeet 



COTRELL & LEONARD 

ALIIANY. N. \\ 

Makers of 

Caps, Gowns and Hoods 

To I he American Culh-ftcH from thi^ 
AHiinitt (o the Puclfic 

Rich Cpowni for Puipir Correct Gowmi for 

And Bench oil De^eca 




HAIRDRESSING 



MANICl RING 



Thirtef^nlh Sirtt>l, above Chestnut 



FACIAL 



sc:alp 



J. M. STOEVER 

The Broad Street Station 
Pharmacy 

OUR PRESCREPTrONS ARE COMPOUNDED IX AN 
ENTIRELY SEPARATE DEPARTMENT 

WE SOLICIT YOUR PATRONAGE 




